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Sergei Esenin was born on October 4, 1895, in Konstantinovo, a 
village lying on the high right bank of the Oka in Central Russia. Today, 
as in the poet’s day: 


The hill as white as ever gleams... 
And at its foot 
Still stands the big grey boulder. 


From here you can see vast water-meadows carpeted with flowers in 
summer, sparkling lakes, coppices fading intothe distance and the blue blur 
of the Meshchora forest on the horizon. 

Esenin spent his whole childhood in Konstantinovo. Barefoot, he would 
run off with other boys of his age to play in the meadows, or they would 
take horses to water down by theriver. “At night in calm weather the moon 
stands upright in the water,” he recalled. “When the horses were drinking 
I thought they might drink the moon up at any moment and I was so glad 
when the moon floated away from their mouths on the ripples.” 

Flowers, rustling reeds, the lapping of waves—the beauty of the country- 
side inspired poetry. As an adolescent, Esenin was already writing lyrical 
poems about nature. 

He went to the village school from 1905, then in 1909, at the age of 
fourteen, was enrolled at the Spas-Klepiki teacher training school about 
30 kilometres away. On completing studies there he received the grade of 
elementary school teacher. 

“I began writing verse early, when I was about nine, but I date my 
serious writing to the age of 16 or 17,” he said later. 

In 1912 he went to Moscow, intending to devote himself seriously to 
studies and poetry. His interest in literature brought him to the Surikov 
literary and musical circle which was at that time a meeting-place for bud- 
ding writers of worker and peasant origin. 

Early in 1913 he got a job as proof-reader’s assistant at the Sytin 
printing-house. In the evenings he attended lectures at the Shanyavsky 
People’s University, ranging from Russian and West European literature, 
French and Russian history to modern philosophy, politics, economics 
and logic. 

A turning-point in his life was the spring of 1915: 


A village dreamer, 
In the city 
A first-class poet I became. 
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“I had already written the book of poems Radunitsa,” he recalled. 
‘‘T sent some of the poems to St. Petersburg journals and, not getting any 
reply, went there myself.” It was a journey into the unknown. He went 
without money or letters of recommendation, with his sole wealth—his 
poems. 

Arriving in the Russian capital Esenin went straight .from the railway 
station to find the poet Alexander Blok. 

' Russia was at war and he found a wartime city, renamed Petrograd, on 

the outbreak of hostilities with Germany in 1914. 

On March 9, 1915, Alexander Blok wrote in his diary: ‘‘Peremyshl 
surrendered, Fatigue. Ryazan lad with poems in the afternoon.” 

Esenin brought his very own Russia to the famous poet: 


A garland just for you I weave 

And your grey path I strew with flowers. 
O Russia, land of perfect peace, 

I love you and I trust your powers. 


Blok had seen and heard many poets in his lifetime, both budding 
poets and famous ones. Little could surprise him. Yet Esenin did surprise, 
or rather, excite him. ‘“‘Fresh, clear and resonant verse,” he noted. 

At their first meeting Blok chose six poems for publication. They made 
up a small cycle of verses. Knowing how difficult it was for a young poet, 
especially of peasant origin, to get his work published in the capital, and 
also aware that Esenin had no friends or acquaintances in Petrograd, had, in 
fact, nowhere to stay, Blok sent Esenin with the poems he had selected 
and a brief letter of recommendation to the poet Sergei Gorodetsky and the 
writer Mikhail Murashev. They both did all they could to help Esenin, 
especially in the first few months. ) 

Shortly afterwards a reviewer wrote about Esenin’s poems: “Listening 
to this verse, the weary, sated townsman senses the forgotten aroma of the 
fields, the cheerful scent of freshly-ploughed earth, the working life of the 
peasant he knows so little about, and his sluggish heart sophisticated by its 
searching and ordeals, begins to beat with something new and joyful.” 


Esenin’s first book of verse, Radunitsa, appeared early in 1916. 

“Poetry is everywhere. One must only be able to sense it... In Esenin 
there speaks the spontaneous feeling of the peasant. Nature and the country- 
side have enriched his language with wondrous colours... There is nothing 
more precious for Esenin than his native land.” This highly appreciative 
and penetrating comment on Esenin’s first book was made by Professor 
P. N. Sakulin, a great lover and connoisseur of Russian poetry. 

In later editions of Radunitsa Esenin included his remarkable poem 
“Russia”. The image of the homeland in this poem is not obscured by 
religious symbols or vocabulary. It is the poet’s own voice, his own song of 
his native land that we hear. 

‘“‘What distinguished me sharply from many Petersburg poets of that 
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period,” wrote Esenin, ‘‘was that they succumbed to a militant patriotism 
whereas I, for all my love of the Ryazan fields and my fellow countrymen, 
was always bitterly opposed to the imperialist war and to militant patriot- 
ism... I even got into trouble for not writing patriotic poems on the theme 
‘thunder peals of victory, roar!’, but a poet can only write about things 
with which he has an organic link.” : 


Esenin’s time was one of great change in the history of Russia. It saw 
the barricades of the 1905 revolution, the conflagration of the First World 
War, the downfall of the tsarist autocracy in February 1917 and the October 
Revolution in that same year. 

The universal significance of the events of the October days gripped the 
poet’s imagination. Noteworthy is his poem of 1918, ‘‘The Drummer of 
Heaven”’. 


Like leaves the stars are tumbling 
Into our rivers blue. 

Long live the revolution 

On earth as in heaven too! 


Our hearts like bombs we're pitching. 
We sow the snowstorm’s rage. 

Do we want icon spittle 

Upon our pearly gates? 


Do we fear the White commanders 
Of the gorilla herd? 

To a new Shore see it charging 
Like cavalry—the world. 


This and other poems of the 1917-19 period, such as “Cantata”, 
‘““Come, Russia, proud wings plying...” and ‘‘Waken me early tomorrow...” 
are his first turn to historical and revolutionary themes, they are essays of 
strength by a poet feeling the call to portray Russia in upsurge. 

Yet it must be acknowledged that in his poems of those years he was 
still not clear as to the true essence of the revolution. It was in this complex 
period that Esenin’s ‘‘peasant slant” was most in evidence. “I was wholly 
on the side of the October Revolution,” he wrote, ‘but I interpreted it 
all in my own way, giving it a peasant slant.” 

This is not to say that he was not aware of the leading and organising 
force of the working class, of the Bolsheviks who followed Lenin. He was 
constantly looking to the Bolsheviks. 

But for very many people at that time it was hard to grasp the full 
significance of this turning-point in the life of Russia. 

The fierce blows struck at the young Soviet republic by armed foreign 
intervention, the economic blockade and wartime destruction increased 
the poet’s confusion and anxiety which prompted tragic passages in his 
“Prayers for the Dead”’: 
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O it’s fine for them staring and standing, 
With tin kisses rouging their mouths. 

I alone have to sing, as sacristan, 
Laments for my country aloud. 


This poem and “Secret world, old world of mine...” express anguish 
and sorrow for the old and doomed rural life, as well as painful concern 
for the future of Russia. 

Unforgettable is the image of Esenin’s ‘‘red-maned foal”: 


Have you seen it 

Through steppeland roaring 
In misty lakeland rain 

With its iron nostril snoring 
And on iron paws—the train? 


And after it 

Through deep grasses 

With limbs it can scarce control 
Ina frelicsome race there passes 
A high-kicking red-maned foal? 


Silly-billy, absurdly coursing, 

Where’s he dashing to through the field? 
Why, does he not know live horses 
Have lost out to mounts of steel? 


The course of history cannot be reversed—and the poct senses 
this. 

In 1920 he wrote: “It now greatly saddens me that history is passing 
through a grievous era of mortification of the individual as a living person, 
what is coming is not at all the socialism I was thinking of...” In ‘Letter to 
a Woman” he wrote of that period: : 


But you didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life swiftly spreading 
What tortured me was I did not know 
Where our ship of fate was heading... 


In 1924 in an unfinished article on modern literature Esenin wrote: 
“During the years of the revolution, when the old way of life had been 
destroyed and the new one had not yet been able to emerge in the whirl- 
wind of events, creative writing in our country was as whirling and explo- 
sive as the age of the revolution itself. The realm of chaos had arrived. 
There were the most incredible rifts and remarkable unions. Innumerable 
vroups and trends were formed. Writers and poets who had drawn their 
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strength from the old order either went abroad or kept quiet, and those 
who accepted the revolution marched in step with it.”’ 

Engendered by the October Revolution, young Soviet literature grew 
and developed in an ideological struggle against bourgeois decadent 
literature; during its period of formation it also had to overcome the 
influence of various (basically petty-bourgeois) groups which under the 
smoke-screen of their ‘“‘revolutionary’’ manifestoes, declarations and 
slogans about a new art were in fact seeking to inject alien bourgeois aesthet- 
ic theories into a young Soviet literature and to influence the work of 
writers who had sided with the revolutionary people. The Imagists were 
in fact one such literary group. The organisers of this group (V. Shershe- 
nevich and A. Marienhof) published a Declaration at the beginning of 
1919—the literary manifesto of the Imagists, which Esenin also signed. 

In their literary views the majority of the Imagists were typical repre- 
sentatives of formalist art. While ‘“‘criticising’’ the Futurist slogan “the 
word is an end in itself’, they persistently advanced the ‘“‘new’’ slogan of 
“the image is an end in itself’, interpreting it in an openly formalist 
manner. They categorically declared: ‘Art is form. Content is part of 
form.” 

In associating with the Imagists, Esenin thought at first that his aesthetic 
principles were close to their creative endeavours. In fact, however, the 
formalist writing of the Imagists was profoundly alien to Esenin’s poetry. 
Although they were unable to divert Esenin from the high road of realism, 
the Imagists did occasionally lead him astray on to their tortuous formalist 
by-ways. In the Imagists’ literary café Pegasus’ Stall Esenin was often 
surrounded by bourgeois, bohemian sort of people. All this had a bad 
influence on the poet and, in the final analysis, on’his work. 

The tragic theme of the man who is alien in spirit to déclassé bohemian- 
ism and who seeks to break free from its tenacious claws is developed by 
Esenin in several poems of the ‘‘Moscow of the Taverns” cycle: 


P’'m justas proud and dogged, 
But with new pain | smart— 
My nose they used to bloody, 
Now I've a bloodied heart. 


And now { tell—not mummy, 

But aloud mob hostile to me: 

“T's nothing. I tripped and tumbled, 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


It is no accident that in 1925 the poet remarked: ‘‘Imagism was a 
formal school which we wanted to set up. But this school had no firm 
ground beneath it, and died of its own accord, leaving the field of battle 
to the organic image.” 

In 1921 Esenin married Isadora Duncan. On May 10, 1927, they went 
by air to Germany. He spent nearly two ycars abroad touring almost the 
whole of Europe and travelling to America. Away from home shores he 
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wrote very little. But he repeatedly stressed the importance for him of 
having visited Europe and America. 

After his encounter with bourgeois life Esenin underwent a great change 
in his views and, most importantly, saw what was taking place in his 
country in a different light. “I love Russia. It recognises no power but 
Soviet power,” he announced with forthrightness and political conviction 
in the first interview he gave abroad. 

He was particularly shaken by the spiritual poverty reigning in the 
West, by the utter indifference of ‘‘the powers that be’’ to the lot of mil- 
lions of common people. 

“There, in Moscow,” he wrote to Marienhof, “we thought that Europe 
was a most extensive market for the dissemination of our ideas in poetry, 
but, my goodness, now from here I see how splendid and rich Russia is in 
this respect. I think there is not and cannot be another country like it.” 

The poet gave his article about America the expressive titl—The 
Iron Mirgorod”’, after Gogol’s story about philistinism in a small Ukrai- 
nian town. “It was only abroad that I realised fully the importance of the 
Russian revolution which saved the world from hopeless philistinism,” 
he said. 


His travels in the West helped Esenin to be finally convinced of the 
great historical truth affirmed by Lenin. 

The new Soviet life in town and country was now more and more 
convincingly replying to the question which only a short while before 
had tormented the poet and many of his fellow countrymen: ‘‘Where 
are events taking us?’ With joyous excitement he speaks of this in 
his verses: 


I seeitall 
And clearly understand 
That this new era's 
Not a passing phase, 
That Lenin's name 
Stirs like a wind the land, 
Sets thoughts in motion 
Like a windmill's sails. 


Like a revelation, a summing up of his untiring quest of truth in the 
years of the revolution resound Esenin’s stirring words: ‘...1 have grown 
to love Communist construction even more. Even if I am not close to the 
Communists, as a romantic in my poems, J am close to them in my mind 
and | hope that perhaps | shall become close to them in my writing too.” 

The poct now links the name of Lenin and Communist policy, above 
all, with the enormous social changes taking place before his very eyes 
in the life of Russia’s peasants. ‘I've just come from the country, you 
know,” he told the writer Yuri Libedinsky. “And it’s all Lenin! He knew 
what to say to make the country stir. What strength he has, eh?” 

Characteristic is one of the key episodes in the narrative poem “Anna 
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Snegina”, where the peasants persist in asking their fellow countryman 
about the main thing that concern them in the revolution: 


So now say: 
Will the land be turned over to us peasants 
Without any fees to pay? 
‘Keep your hands off!'— 
The government! roar at us 
And tell us to bide our time. 
Then what were we fighting the war for 
- And perishing in the front line?” 
And each of them smiling sullenly 
Looked searchingly straight in my eye, 
While I with a heavy heart wondered 
And nothing could say in reply. 
My head buzzed, the porch steps were trembling, 
This question of theirs though 
Came through: 
“What sort of a person 
Is Lenin?” 
I softly replied: 
“He is you!” 


These aphoristic lines about Lenin are highly significant. They attest 
the poet’s true sense of history, his understanding that Lenin was a man 
of the people, his policies and views were those of the people and there 
was a living bond *etwee:. the leader of the revolution and the broad 
masses, 

““He is you” is also the reply the poet makes to himself, it is his own 
discovery of Lenin’s essence, his revolutionary cause and immortal ideas. 

This discovery and deep political conviction run ‘through Esenin’s 
“Ballad of the Twenty-Six” and other revolutionary works of his. 

Esenin was almost the first poet ever to portray the path of the toiling 
peasantry to proletarian revolution. 

The theme of two Russians—the disappearing one and the Soviet 
one—is developed further in his poems ‘Returning Home” and “Soviet 
Russia’. These poems, rich in thought, impress one as epic works of 
great social force and also as a profoundly personal confession by the 
poet about that which is dear to him. Behind each particular episode one 
is aware of the struggle and seething life of the whole country. What is 
Esenin’s social, civic position in these poems? What concerns him most? 
The poet’s thoughts and feelings here are honest. At the same time they 
are complex and contradictory like the reality which surrounded him: 


What then! 
Forgive me, native haunts. 


1 The bourgeois government. 
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I’m pleased enough if you in any way I’ve aided. 
What if my songs are sung today no more— 
Was I not heeded when my land was ailing? 
Young people, thrive! Be fit and firm of body! 
A life that’s different, different songs you know. 
While I along my lonely road go plodding, 
Forever having quelled a rebel soul. 


But even then 

When feuding, 

Lies and sorrow ; 

No longer hold this world of ours in thrall 
I still shall laud 

With all my poet’s power 

This one-sixth of the world 

Which “Russia” we call. 


Thus behind the outwardly ordinary, traditional theme of the hero’s 
return to his native village after travelling round the world, Esenin de- 
velops the theme of Russia. The many-faceted, artistically capacious 
image of the homeland is historically concrete and full of great social 
content. Here we find both a critical view of Russia’s past and faith 
in the strength of the Russia of today and tomorrow, in its future. 


Esenin was a truly great national poet. His work does not fit into 
the framework of “peasant poetry”. Yet during his lifetime Esenin was 
firmly relegated by the critics to the group of ‘“‘peasant poets”. 

This “traditional” view of Esenin prevailed for a long time in critical 
literature about the poet. 

There can be no doubt that the roots of Esenin’s poetry lie in the 
Ryazan countryside. He speaks with pride about his peasant origin: “My 
old man, he was a peasant, here am I—a peasant’s son.’ It is no accident 
that in the revolutionary days of 1917 Esenin saw himself as the con- 
tinuer of the traditions of the well-known nineteenth-century poet 
Alexei Koltsov. 

But there is yet another important factor which must not be for- 
gotten or. overlooked. Russia was a peasant country. The three Russian 
revolutions of the twentieth centuty were revolutions in a peasant 
country. The peasant question was always of concern to the most pro- 
gressive minds. 

History gave Russia the one and only way of solving the ‘peasant 
question” —socialist reconstruction of the Russian countryside. While 
accepting this way with his mind, Esenin felt in his heart that it would 
by no means be as easy and simple for peasant Russia to follow this 
path as some of his contemporaries imagined. Hence Esenin’s con- 
stant anxious, sometimes tormented reflections on the future of peasant 
Russia: 
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For long enough, soil-tilling Russia, 
You followed the primitive plough! 
The poplar and birch suffer anguish 
At the poverty seen all around. 


For myself, I don’t know my own future... 
I’ve no place in the new life, I feel, 

Yet still wish to see poor drab Russia 

A prospering country of steel. 


With all his heart Esenin accepts and is eager to extol the beauty 
of nascent ‘steel’? Russia, for it is to her that the future belongs. At the 
same time his love for the ‘“‘Ryazan plains” did not diminish to the end of 
his days. There is no real contradiction here. Only an apparent one. 
For man and nature, man and his native land are the eternal themes 
of poetry. 


In 1924 Esenin went to the Caucasus, where he wrote the de- 
lightful cycle of lyrical poems entitled ‘Persian Themes”. In them 
ordinary facts of everyday life are fused into poetry remarkable for its 
artistic expressiveness: 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

In the North is a girl who is waiting 
And your likeness to her is amazing, 
And it may be she murmurs my name... 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh. 


The beauty of Oriental landscape is entrancing, the southern breeze 
is balmy, and the poet’s heart is light when he is with his beloved. But 
thoughts of home do not leave the poet even here, He is irresistibly 
drawn to the land of his fathers and forefathers: , 


Be Shiraz city never so fair, 
It’s Ryazan’s rolling plains that delight me. 


Humaneness, the feeling of friendship, sincerity and romanticism, 
the combination of Oriental colours with the poetry of the Russian plains, 
perfection of form—all this is present in his ‘(Persian Themes” to the 
highest degree. This cycle of poems rightly ranks among the crowning 
achievements of world lyric poetry. 


In the summer of 1925 Esenin returned to Moscow. He strove to 
bring order into his personal everyday life. He wrote about this inten- 
tion of his in a letter from the Caucasus: “I will not drink as I used to, 
to spite everyone. I shall be reticent and proper. In general, I want to 
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confuse everyone. I don’t like what everyone thinks about me... In spring, 
when I come, I shall not allow anyone to be close to me... All that was 
a farewell.to youth. Now it will be different.” 

The poet’s sensitive and vulnerable heart yearned for life and light. We 
know how productive the time he spent in the Caucasus was, with what 
love and firm belief he wrote about Soviet Russia, the events of the 
October Revolution and Lenin. In the poem ‘“‘My Path” he says: 


What now? 

I see my youth depart! 

It’s time for getting down 

To business, 

For curbing my unruly heart 

And starting more maturely singing. 
And may a different rural life 

With a new vigour 

Fill me... 


This ‘“‘maturity” unfortunately escaped the notice of many of his 
friends and some literary critics. They continued to assert he was a 
“real” poet not in “Soviet Russia” but in his poems about Moscow’s 
taverns. 

Esenin, who -had given, or rather, sacrificed everything for his work 
and whose ‘whole life was his poetry”, as Dmitri Furmanov once 
remarked, was sorely pained by these attacks. 

This may be sensed almost physically in his poem “The Man in 
Black’, which is the poet’s requiem. 

With tragic sincerity Esenin speaks in his poetic confession about 
the “darkness” which has sullied his pure soul and is tormenting his 
heart. But this is only one facet, one aspect of the poem. 

Esenin’s “loathsome guest” is not only and not so much his per- 
sonal enemy. He is the enemy of all that is fine, the enemy of Man. In 
the poem he is the personification of all the dark forces inherited by the 
new world from the old one, continually corrupting human souls. 

In the poem Esenin struck out at ‘the man in black” so violently 
and exposed his “black soul” so fearlessly that the need for a merciless 
battle with him became clear for everyone. This, to my mind, is the 
second aspect of the poem. 

In November 1925 Esenin entered a Moscow hospital for treatment 
and also to get away from the environment which he was finding in- 
creasingly oppressive and painful. The same desire to change his sur- 
roundings and get away from his Moscow “friends” took him to Lenin- 
grad at the end of December 1925, where he planned to stay until the 
summer and then go to see Maxim Gorky in Italy. But these plans 
were never realised. On the night of December 27, 1925, Esenin com- 
mitted suicide in the Hotel Angleterre in Leningrad. A day before his 
tragic end Esenin wrote the poem “Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir...” 

The poet's “friends” and certain critics tried to represent the poem 
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as Esenin’s poetic testament and even as an expression of the “spirit” 
of the times. Esenin’s “admirers” of the petty-bourgeois bent argued 
that Esenin’s collapse was inevitable, that the poet had squandered all 
his poetic potential and that his lyrical talent was in conflict with the 
age. So Mayakovsky wrote the poem ‘‘To Sergei Esenin” in which he 
sought to wrest Esenin from those who wished to make the poet’s death 
serve their own ends. 


Unfortunately very many of those who have written about Esenin, 
especially just after his death, saw in him primarily just the bard of 
vanishing patriarchal peasant Russia. 

All this was in the most direct way bound up with the very sharp 
battle of ideas that was being waged in literary circles during the 
formative period of the young Soviet state between, on the one hand, 
authors who were creating the new Soviet literature, openly siding with 
the revolution and furthering the splendid traditions of the Russian 
classics—traditions of realism, popular spirit and civic responsibility, 
and, on the other hand, the members of various literary groups and 
trends who, as a rule, adopted the standpoint of petty-bourgeois for- 
malist art. 

To detach Esenin from the major events of his age, to oppose his 
work to the times in which he lived, to present him as standing apart 
from the social storms and revolutionary upheavals which he witnessed— 
is to destroy the poet, to destroy the social and national significance of 
his poetry. a 

' The titles Esenin gave to his new books were On Russia and the 
Revolution, Soviet Russia and The Soviet Land. They contain the voice 
of the new Russia, its dreams, hopes and fears, they contain the soul 
of the people, the soul of the poet, they contain life itself in the eternal 
conflict of good and evil. We feel how difficult it was for the poet to bid 
a final farewell to the past and we see how hard it was for him some- 
times to tread the unexplored paths of the new life. 

' But which of the’ poets—Esenin’s contemporaries—found it easy? 
Blok? Mayakovsky? “All poetry is a journey into the unknown.” 

Blok, Esenin and Mayakovsky are sometimes contrasted. And 
sometimes one of them is “raised up” at the expense of the others. Or, 
which is worse, the work of one of them becomes a kind of yardstick, 
and other works which do not measure up to it and demand their own 
analysis, are placed outside socialist realism. All this results in a one- 
sided, impoverished idea of the poetry of the age of the October 
Revolution. 

For all their ideological and artistic differences Blok, Mayakovsky 
and Esenin were united on the main point—their genuine concern for 
the fate of insurgent Russia. Each of them was totally on the side of the 
October Revolution, each said his own inspired word about those un- 
forgettable days. . 

Esenin’s poetry is highly dramatic and true. It is full of sharp social 
conflicts and tragic collisions, profound and sometimes, it would seem, 
insuperable contradictions. “Prayers for the Dead”, “Anna Snegina”, 
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“‘Pugachev’’, ‘‘Stanzas’”’, ‘“Moscow of the Taverns”, ‘‘Persian Themes’”— 
at first it is hard to imagine that all these poems were written by the 
same man, and, what is more, over a very short period of time. 

It is essential to have a clear idea of the objective character of the 
contradictions in Esenin’s poetry and not to ignore the main tendency, 
the main line of development in his work, which brought the poet from 
“Prayers for the Dead” to “Soviet Russia” and “Anna Snegina”’, works 
which make Esenin a classic of Soviet poetry. 

Leonid Leonov was right when he wrote in January 1926: “‘Esenin’s 
melodious talent was marked by a powerful creative charge. I am deeply 
convinced that Sergei Esenin could have done a great deal more. His 
creative juices had not yet dried up, a little longer and they would have 
gushed out of the Esenin recesses again, as the bright and sweet sap ap- 
pears in a notch on a birch-tree in spring. : 


Mawim Gorky, Alexei Tolstoy, Boris Lavrenev, Dmitri Furma- 
nov and other prominent men of letters paid tribute at that same time 
to the unfading strength of his verse, and hailed-him as a great national 
poet. 


The figure of Esenin, the poet and man, a striking and unique per- 
sonality, is emerging ever clearer in our day. 

“He was a big, handsome man,” recalled the sculptor and artist 
Sergei Konenkov. ‘Even then, in his lifetime, his external appearance 
and his poetry seemed to me to be a phenomenon on a par with Cha- 
liapin.” 

Esenin could not stand falsity, hypocrisy or affectation, he ‘was 
always himself’. Truthfulness was the main-trait of his talent. He had 
every justification to say of himself and his poetry: ‘‘I never lie at heart.” 

Open-hearted and ready to give people everything he had, Esenin 
was by no means as simple as he appeared to some of his contemporaries. 
The writer Nikolai Nikitin noted: “He was a man both complex and 
simple in his own way. And to a certain extent reserved, however strange 
this may sound about a person who lived his life in tumult.” 

The poet Boris Pasternak observed: ‘‘Since the days of Koltsov the 
soil of Russia has produced nothing more indigenous, spontaneous, 
fitting and native than Sergei Esenin... At the same time Esenin was a 
live and throbbing instance of that artistry which, following Pushkin, we 
call the supreme Mozartian principle, the Mozartian element.” 

A contemporary of his, the poet Nikolai Tikhonov has said: ‘The 
man of the future will also read Esenin as people read him today... His 
poems cannot grow old. In their veins flows the everlastingly young 
blood of everlastingly throbbing poetry.” 

While much in Esenin’s poetry is uniquely national, appealing 
above all to Russian hearts, and much has dated, the main elements 
of his poetry which will ever continue to entrance people of all nations 
remain unaffected by time or place: the supremely dramatic quality of 
his thoughts and feelings in an era of unprecedented social transforma- 
‘tions, and his ardent love for his native land and nature. This last aspect 
of his poetry makes him even dearer to present-day readers who are 
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confronted not only with the boons of scientific and technological 
progress but also with its negative consequences, with a threat to the 
environment, with everything Esenin’s sensitive heart foresaw and which 
he warned us about with such insight, such feeling for the earth and such 
a sense of responsibility for its future. 


... Yetam I happy. 

From the host of storms 

Impressions that are quite unique I bring. 
The whirlwind has my destiny adorned 
With golden-textured flowering. 


Such was the poet’s true destiny—a generous, daring, splendid and 
anxious one, full of dramatic deliberations, doubts, joys and light... 


YURI PROKUSHEV 


LYRICS 
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BoT yk Beyep. Poca 
ByectTuT Ha Kpanuse, 

A croro y Aopors, 

II pHcNOHMBUIKCh K MBE, 


OT JIYHbI CBeT GombWwOK 
IIpamo Ha Hallly Kpbillly. 
[ye-TO NecHb COJIOBbA 
Byaneke & CJIbILLY. 


MOPOUIO H Teo, 
Kak 3HMOM y Me4UKH. 
Vi Gepe3bi cToar, 

Kak OOJIbLUHe CBeEUKH, 


M Baas 3a pekon, 
BugHO, 3a ONYUWIKOH, 
COHHBbIM CTOPOX CTYYHT 
MepTsBou KOJNOTYWIKOH. 


1910 
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It is dusk now. With dew 
The nettles are gleaming. 


At the roadside I pause 
On a willow leaning. 


Silver moonbeams here 
On our roof are falling. 
In the distance I hear 

A nightingale warbling. 


Like a winter stove, all 
Breathes warmth and gladness 
And the birches are tall, 

Like enormous candles. 


Where the river flows 

The far forest rounding, 

A sleepy watchman goes 
His clapper board sounding. 


1910 
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Tam, re KallyCTHble rpAqku 
KpacHou BOAOK NOMMBaeT BOCXOD, 
KyleHeHOYeK M@JICHBKHH MaTKe 
3eneHoe BbIMA COCET, 


1910 
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* * * 


Where the sunrise scarlet water 
Sprinkles on the cabbage beds, 
A young maple tree is sucking 
At its mother’s pale green breast. 


1910 
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BpiTKayica Ha O3epe aIbIN CBCT 3apH. 
Ha 6opy co 3BOHaMH MylauyT rsiyXapu. 


IInayeT rye-TO HBONLa, CXOPOHACh B AYO. 
TObKO MHE He IlayeTcaA — Ha Aywe cBeTIIO, 


3Hab0, BbIMJeWb K BeYepy 3a KOJIbUO FOpOr, 
CayleM B KOMHbI CBexKHe Mo COCeqHHM CTOTr. 


3alleslyio JOMbAHAa, H3OMHY, KaK LBeT, 
XMEJIBHOMY OT paocTu Mepecyfy HeT. 


TbI CaMa Nojl JIacKaMH COpOCHILUb WeJIK carol, 
YHecy A MbAHY!O lO yTpa B KYCTHbI. 


Vi myckali CO 3BOHaMH TylayyT riyxapH, 
EctTb TocKa BeCceyiaA B ayIOCTAX 3apH, 


1910 
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Va 


* + + 


Scarlet rays the rising sun weaves into the lake. 
Woodcocks, wailing on the boughs, pinewood echoes wake. 


There’s a weeping oriole hidden in a tree. 
I alone don’t wish to weep—all is fine with me. 


Down the road at eventide you shall come, I know. 
In the nearest rick we’ll sit with fresh hay below. 


I shall kiss you till you swoon, crush you like a bloom. 
When a fellow’s drunk with joy for reason there’s no room. 


You'll respond to my caress, cast your veil away, 
I shall bear you to the bushes, there till dawn we'll stay. 


Let the woodcocks loud and long weep their fill and mourn! 
There’s a merry wistfulness in the scarlet dawn. 


1910 
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JIbIMOM MosIOBOpbe 
3ann3aso WI. 
2KeITble MOBOTbA 
Mecal ypouuyi. 


Eny Ha Oapxkace, 
Tpraycb B Oepera. 
[lepKBamMu y Mpxcen 
Pbpxue crora. 


3ayHbIBHbIM KapKOM 
B Tawny 6on0T 
YepuHas riyxapKa 

K BCeHOIMHOM 30BET. 


Pouja CHHAM MpaKOM 
Kpoert roybiTb Oy... 
Tlomomroch yKpagKon 
3a TBOY cyybOy. 


1910 
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Like a mist, flood waters 
Lick the river silt. 

Shiny yellow halters 

From the moon have slipped. 


My boat slowly turning 
Noses river banks. 

Shocks of hay like churches 
Line the field in ranks. 


With a mournful croaking 
In the silent marsh 

I hear woodgrouse call me 
To the all-night mass. 


Shady groves are hiding 
Poverty from view... 

When there’s no one looking 
I shall pray for you. 


1910 
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ChimyieT wepemyXa CHEFOM, 
3eyleHb B IBeTY H poce. 

B none, CKJIOHAACh K MOGeraM, 
XOAT rpa4uH B Nonoce. 


H¥KHyT UWIeJIKOBbIe TpaBbl, 
TlaxHeT CMOJIMCTOM COCHOH. 
Od BbI, 1yra HW WyOpaBbl, — 
A Of ypMaHeH BecHOH. 


PayyroT TaHHble BecTH, 
CxBeTaTca B YIIy MOK. 
[lyMato 4 O HeBecTe, 
TOJIbKO O Hei JIMLUb Moro. 


ChIMlb ThI, YepeMyXa, CHETOM, 
IlonvTe BbI, NTAaXH, B JIecy. 

IIo mOsro 3bIGHCTbIM 6ErOM 
IIleHouw A UBeT pasHecy. 


1910 
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Blossom white bird cherries scatter 
On the dewy grass like snow. 
Hungry rooks in ploughland gather, 
Picking worms up as they go. 


Low the silk-smooth grass is bending, 
Pitch scents to the pine-trees cling. 
Groves in leaf, and luscious meadows— 
How my senses reel in spring! 


Secret tidings give me pleasure, 
Heart-ease and delight they bring. 
There’s a-girl whose love I treasure 
And of her alone I sing. 


Shed your blossom-snow, bird cherries! 
Sing, birds, in the shady groves. 
Weaving up and down the meadows 
I’ll go scattering flower foam. 


1910 
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3BE3bI 


3Be3(0UKH ACHbIe, 3BE3]{bI BbICOKHe! 
UTOo BbI XpaHutTe B Ce6e, 4TO CKpbIBaeTe? 
3Be3{bI, TAALW[HE MbICIH riyOokue, 
CyyIOH KakKOro BBI Aylly WieHAeTe? 


Yactple 3Be3J,04UKH, 3Be3J[0UKH TeCHbIe! 

UTO B Bac mpeKpacHoro, 4TO B Bac Moryyero? 
Uem yBsleKaeTe, 3Be3,bI HeGecHble, 

Culy BesIMKy!O 3HaHHA KTyyero? 


Vs mouemy Tak, KOrj{a BbI CusAeTe, 
Manure B HeO0, B OOBATHA LIMpOKHe? 
CMOTPHTe HeXKHO TAK, Cepye acKaerTe, 
3Be3{bI HeGeCHbIe, 3Be3[bI JaneKHe! 


1911 
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STARS 


Stars in the firmament, glittering splendidly, 

What is the secret you guard and withhold from us? 
Stars deeply treasuring thoughts of profundity, 
What is the charm that you exercise over us? 


Stars bright and plentiful, crowding the Universe, 
What makes you beautiful, what makes you powerful? 
How do you prompt in us, stars bight and numerous, 
A curiosity so insurmountable? 


Why do you seem to be, when you're so luminous, 
Heavenward luring us, fondly embracing us? 
Kindly you gaze on us, cheering and soothing us, 
Stars up in heaven there, so faraway from us! 


1911 
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Matylika B KynanbHuly mo secy xoqMua. 
boca, Cc NogxTbIKaMi, Io poce Opoyusa. 


TpaBbI BOpOxXOMHBIe HOrH eK KOJIONN, 
IInakana poquMad B KynbIpax OT Oonn. 


He 03HaMoO MeyeHu Cyyopra cxBaTuIa, 
OxHyJia KOPMHINa, TYT H NOpowusa. 


Poj{MJICA A C N€CHAMM B TpaBHOM Ofexuie, 
3OpH MeHA BeLUHHe B paylyry CBHBAaIIN. 


BpIpoc 4 O 3pesOCTH, BHYK KyMaJIbCKOM HOUH, 
CyTeMeHb KOJIMOBHad CUaCTbe MHE IIPOpOynT. 


ToOIbKO He MNO COBeCTH C¥UaCTbe HAarOTOBe, 
BpiOuparo yaJibio XM rya3a HW GpoBH, 


Kak CHexkHHKa 6eaa, B IIPOCHHH A Talo 
Yla k cypb6e-pa3ny4Huye clef] CBOM 3aMeTato. 


1912 
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Barefoot on Midsummer Eve in the forest yonder 
Mother went with skirt tucked up in the dew to wander. 


Her bare feet were stung by herbs blessed with magic 
_ power, 
In the meadow grass she wept, painful was that hour. 


Suddenly she cried aloud, pain her body shaking, 
Down she lay and on the spot gave birth to a baby. 


I was bor to sound of song, meadow grass tucked 


round me. 
In a rainbow bright the sun every morning bound me. 


Child of rural summer rites, I grew wiser, bolder. 
Magic-making eventide happiness foretold me. 


Happiness though doesn’t come simply for the asking. 
Pretty eyes and brows I'll choose in a manner dashing. 


Like a white snowflake I melt into blueness, hiding 
Traces of my passage from Fate, the great divider. 


1912 
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BEPE3A 


benaa Oepe3a 

Tloq MOHM OKHOM 

II pHHakpbilacb CHeroM, 
TOuHO cepe6pom. 


Ha mywincrbix BeTKax 
CHe>KHO}O KaHMOH 
PacnlycrwJiucb KACTH 
Benou 6axpomon. 


Vis crout 6epe3a 

B COHHOM THLIIHHE, 
Vs ropaT cHexHHKH 
B 30JIOTOM OFHe. 


A 3ap4, JICHHBO 
O6xoya KpyroM, 
O6cbinaeT BeTKH 
Hosbim cepeOpom. 


1913 
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THE BIRCH-TREE 


Just below my window 
Stands a birch-trée white, 
Under snow in winter 
Gleaming silver bright. 


On the fluffy branches 
Sparkling in a row 
Dangle pretty tassels 
Of the purest snow. 


There the birch in silence 
Slumbers all day long 

And the snow gleams brightly 
In the golden sun. 


And the dawn demurely 
Going on its rounds 
With a silver mantle 
Decks again the boughs. 


1913 
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Kpai m106nmpbin! Cepauy CHATCA 
CkKupjbl CONHYa B BOWaX JIOHHBIX, 
A xoten Obl 3aTepATECA 

B 3eyleHAX TBOHX CTOSBOHHBIX. 


IIo Mexe, Ha lepemerkKe, 
Peseyja H pH3a KalliKH. 

V1 BbI3BaHMBaloT B YETKH 
MBbI — KpOTKHe MOHALIKH. 


Kyput o61akom OonoTo, 
Tapb B HeOeCHOM KOpOMBICHe. 
C THXOM TaHHOM JIA KOrO-TO 
3aTann «A B Cepalue MBICIIH. 


Bce sctpeuato, BCe NIpHeMiJIro, 
Pay MW C¥YaCTIIMB J[YLWIy BbIHyTb. 
A mpHuies Ha 3Ty 3eMI10, 
4T0O CKopen ee NOKHHYTb. 


1914 
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Land I love! Of stacks of sunshine 
Locked in cosy pools I dream. 
How I’d like to lose my bearings 
In your symphonies of green. 


Fields are lined with chasuble-clover, 
Mignonette and flowers wild, 

And like nuns telling their rosaries 
Are the willows meek and mild. 


Thick mist from the marsh has risen, 
Heaven’s yoke of buming smells. 
Thoughts I treasure I keep hidden, 
In my heart the secret dwells. 


Everything I greet and welcome, 
Glad my feelings to display. 

To this land I’ve come, intending 
Very soon to go away. 


1914 
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B XATE 


IlaxHeT pblXsIbIMH [payeHaMy; 
Y mopora B yjexKe KBaCc, 

Hay neuypKkaMH TOUCHBIMA 
TapaKaHBI JIe3yT B 11a3 


BbetTca Caxa Haj] 3aCJIOHKON, 
B neuke HHTKH NONes ni, 

A Ha laBKe 3a CONOHKOKO — 
Ienyxa CbIpbix AMI. 


Marts C yxBaTaMH He CilayjMTca, 
HarnOaetca Hu3KO, 

CrapbIM KOT K MaxoTkKe KpajleTCa 
Ha mapHoe MosOKo. 


KBoxuyT KypbI GecrOKOHMHbIe 
Hay ormo64Mu Coxh, 

Ha yBope o6enHt0 CTponHyto 
SalleBaroT MeTyxH. ~ 


A B OKHe Ha CeHH CKarTBIe, 
OT IyrjIMBOH LWyMOTHI, 

M3 yrsioB WieHKH KyypaTHle 
3ano3aioT B XOMYTHI. 


1914 
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IN THE COTTAGE 


There’s a smell of crumbly ovencake, 
By the door—a tub of kvass. 

Round the niches on the stove wall 
Cockroaches creep into cracks. 


There’s a wisp of smoke by the stove-door, 
In the grate white ash of great length 

And egg-shells freshly broken 

By the salt box upon the bench. 


The oven-fork Mother can’t steadily 
Handle, she has to bend down, 
While the old cat’s heading stealthily 
For the milk fresh from the cow. 


The hens are clucking restlessly, 
Perched on the wooden plough shafts, 
The cocks in the yard start rendering 
In concert an ea.ly mass. 


At the entrance, where the porch is, 
By the bustle terrified 

Puppies crawl into dark comers 
Under yokes and sacks to hide. 


1914 
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Ton Th, Pycb, Moa poyHaa, 
XaTbI — B pu3ax o6pas3a... 
He BuqaTb KOHWa WM Kpaax — 
TONbKO CHHb COCeT ryia3a. 


Kak 3aX0>.KHM OoromMoueu, 
A CMOTPIO TBOH Nous. 

A y HH3€HBKHX OKOJINI 
3BOHHO YaXHyT TONOA. 


IlaxHeT a60KOM HM MeyIOM 

IIo yWepkKBaM TBOM KpoTKuH Crac. 
Vi ryyut 3a KoporoyoM 

Ha myrax pecesibm mac. 


TIo6ery no MATOM cTrexKe 

Ha NpHponb 3eseHbIx Jex, 
Mue Hascrpeyy, Kak CepexKH, 
IIpo3BeHHT JeBHYHM CMex. 


EcaM KpHKHET paTb CBATAA: 
«KHHb TbI PyCb, 2*KHBH B palo!» 
A ckaxy: «He najo pag, 
[aute powHny Moro». 


1914 
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Hey there, Russia, mother country, 
Cottages in icon guise... 
Never-ending land of wonder, 
Vistas blue that suck the eyes. 


Like a passing holy pilgrim 

On your fields I turn my gaze, 
On the outskirts of poor villages 
Rustling poplars pine and fade. 


Smelling of sweet honey and apples 
Churches celebrate the Lord 

And the sounds of festive dancing 
Fill the fields and meadows broad. 


Off into the open country 

Down a beaten path I run 

And to meet me, light as catkins, 
Peals of girlish laughter come. 


If the heavenly host should beg me: 
“Come to live in heaven above!” 

I shall say: ‘‘Don’t give me heaven 
But the Russia that I love.” 


1914 
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Kpai TbI MOH 3a6pouleHHBIN, 
Kpaii TbI MOM, IyCTbIpb, 
CeHOKOC HeKOIIeHBIN, 

Jlec a MOHACTBIpb. 


H130bI 3a604eHHIINCh, 
A ¥ BCex-TO IAT. 
KpbIuiv 4X 3alMeHHJIHCb 
B 3apeByro rats. 


TIloy, COonOMOH-PpH3010 
Bbicrpyru crponuiy, 
Betep rleceHb CH3y!o 
CoylHijeM OKponH. 


B okuHa 6b10T 6€3 MpoMaxa 
Bopousl KpblJI0M, 

Kak MeTeJIb, YepeMyXa 
MallleT pyKaBoM. 


YX He CKa3 JIM B NpyTHHKe 
XKMCTh TBOA MH ObI, 

YTo nog Beyep NyTHHKYy 
HaulenTaJI KOBbINb? 


1914 
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Land of mine in dire neglect, 
Country run to waste, 

Fields of hay unmown as yet, 
Monastery, estate. 


Every cottage is askew, 
Five there are in all. 

In the setting sun their roofs 
Foam as shadows fall. 


Under shirt-thatch coverings 
Roof-ribs come to view, 
Wind-blown specks of sunlight tinge 
Mould of dove-grey hue. 


Hitting panes unerringly 

Crows past windows weave, 

Like a snowstorm, the bird cherry 
Waves a blossom-sleeve. 


Wasn't your life a fairytale, 
A legend of the past 

To a late wayfarer told 

By the feather-grass? 


1914 
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Yepuaa, NOTOM Iponaxu1ad BIT! 
Kak MHe TeO He JIaCKaTb, He JIKOOMTb? 


Bpiiy Ha O3€po B CHHIOW LaTb, 
K cepally BeyepHaa WbHeT ONarojaT. 


CepbIM BepeTbeM CTOAT Waalin, 
Tsryxo 6a10Kal0T XJIOMb KaMBILWUM. 


KpacHbIi KOCTep OKpOBHIJI TaraHBI, 
B xspopocte Oesible BeEKH JIYHBI. 


Tuxo, Ha KOpTOuKax, B NMATHAaX 3apH 
CnryularoT CKa3 CTapvKa KocapH. 


[yje-TO Basu, Ha KyKaHe peKu, 
7[pemnyto Mecuio morr ppi6akn. 


OIOBOM CBeETHTCA JIYKHaA FOU... 
Tpycruad lMecua, ThI — pyccKas Son. 


1914 


51 


+ * *, 


Black-earth allotment that savours of sweat, 
Can I deny you my love, my caress? 


Away to the lake by the blue path I'll go, 
My heart with the blessing of evening aglow. 


The rough brushwood shelters in meadows are grey, 
Conducive to slumber the reeds softly sway. 


With blood a red bonfire is tinging the spits, 
The white-lidded moon through the dry brushwood flits. 


Sunset-flecked haymakers squat in the grass, 
Hearing an old man tell tales of the past. 


Round a far bend in the twilight somewhere 
Fishermen are singing a slow sleepy air. 


A leaden reflection the bare meadows don... ‘ 
You echo the anguish of Russia, sad song. 


1914 
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Tonn ya 6ON0TA, 
CuHHHM iat HeOec. 
XBOHHONK NOZONOTON 
B3BeHMBaeT Jiec. 


TeHbKaeT CHHHIa 
Mex slecHbIx kyy{pe, 
TeMHbIM @€JISM CHHTCA 
TomMoH Kocapen. 


IIo nyry co cKpHllom 
TsaHetTca 0603 — 
CyxoBaTon JIMTMON 
[[axHeT oT kouiec. 


CrlyxaioT pakuHTbI 
IIlocBucT BeTpaAHON... 
Kpait ThI MOB 3a6bITbIN, 
Kpait Tb! Mo pogHoH!.. 


1914 
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Swamps and marshland sodden, 
Heaven a cloth of blue, 
Pinewoods that are throbbing 
With a golden hue. 


Tomtits through the foliage 
Flit with other birds, 

Of the calls of mowers 
Dream the shady firs. 


Creaking through the meadow 
Goes a country cart— 
Wooden wheels a heady 
Linden scent impart. 


Willows hear their branches 
Whistle in the breeze... 
Country long abandoned, 
Where my heart’s at easel... 


1914 
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C HOBPbLIM YTPOM! 


3afpeMaliH 3Be3]bI 30J10THIE, 
3aypoxano 3epkayiO 3aTOHA, 
Bpe3KuT CBeT Ha 3€BOJ{M pedHble 
Vs pyMaAHHT ceTKy HeEOOcKJIOHa. 


YIIbIGHYJIHCh COHHbIe Gepe3KH, 
Pacrpemasin We jJIKOBbIe KOCHI. 
IlenecTaT 3eneHble cepex*KH, 
Hi ropst cepeOpaHple pocsl. 


Y NNeTHA 3apOcuiad KpaliHBa 
O6psw1acb APKHM NepnaMyTpOoM 
V1, Kauascb, WelM4eT WaIOBJINBO: 
«C OOpbIM yTpom!» 


1914 
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GOOD MORNING! 


The gold stars are sleeping, 
The mirror-pond trembles, 
The dawn light comes creeping 
And heaven’s net reddens. 


The birch-tree smiles sleepily, 
Her silk locks free-flowing, 
Green earrings are rustling, 
And silver dew glowing. 


Tall nettles by the fencing 
Their bright pearls are flaunting 
And whispering merrily: 
“Good moming!”’ 
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PYCb 


1 


TIloronyna epeBHa B yxaOuHax, 
3acIOHHJIH H36CHKH Jieca. 

TOKO BHIHO, Ha KOUKAaX MH BiayMHax, 
Kak CHHeIOT Kpyrom He6eca. 


BOrT B cyMepKH JOlIrHe, 3HMHHe, 
BosikKu rpo3Hple c TOMMX MONen. 
IIo qBOpaM B NoroparouseM HHEee 
Hay 3acTpexaMH xpan slollayen. 


Kak COBHHble rla3KH, 3a BeTKaMy 
CMOTDPAT B Wash Myprv OrOHBKH. 
YH cTostT 3a JYOpOBHbIMH CeTKaMH, 
CJIOBHO HeYKCTb JlecHas, MeHbKH. 


S3allyrana Hac CHJla HeE4YHcTasA, 

To HH Npopy6b — Be3je KOJIYHBI. 

B 31y'0 3€MOpO3b B CyYMepKH MIJIHCTble 
Ha 6epe3Kax BHCAT TaslyHbl. 
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Ho mro6'0 Te6s, pOAHHa KpoTkKas! 
A 3a 4TO — pa3rayaTb He MOTy. 
Becena TBO paflOcTb KOpoTKasav 

C rpoMKOH ecHeM BECHOM Ha Jyry. 


A mrOOI110 Hay] MOKOCHOM CTOAHKO}O 
CryllaTb BeyepoM ry, KOMapoB, 
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RUSSIA 


1 


In deep ruts the village is floundering, 

Poor homes huddle under the trees. 

From dips and on high ground all round you 
The blue vault of heaven is seen. 


‘At dusk in the long winter twilight 
Wolves fearsomely howl in bare fields 
And horses are snorting in farmyards 
Where frost is aglow on the eaves. 


And will-’o-the-wisps, like bright owl-eyes, 
Peer into the flurrying snow, 

And tree-stuimps, like spirits of foulness, 
Through oak groves their ugliness show. 


The forces of ill we find scaring, 

In thickets woodgoblins are found. 
Birch-trees are their silver braid wearing 
When bitter frost shrivels the ground. 


2 


But, meek and mild country, I love you! 
Though what for—I hardly can say. 
How gaily your meadows:with laughter 
In spririg time réecho all‘day. 


I love in the field of an evening 
To hear midges’ loud-humming choirs, 
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A Kak rapKHyT pe6sTa TasIbAHKOW, 
BpIjlyT J€BKH MIACaTb Y KOCTpPoOB, 


3aropsxTca, Kak 4YepHa CMOpOsHHa, 
YTJIH-O4N B NOAKOBax 6poBel. 

Ok ThI, Pycb Moa, MHIad ponmna, 
CraqkKHi OTAbBIX B WeKy KyMbipe. 


3 


TIloHakapkaJIH 4epHble BOPOHBI: 

I’ po3HbiM 6e7,aM IIHpOKHH Mpocrop. 
KpyTHuT BHXOpb Jieca BO BCe CTOPOHBI, 
Malet CaBaHOM MeHa C O3ep. 


I psnyJ rpoM, Yallika HeOa packonoTa, 
Ty4u pBaHble KyTator siec. 

Ha moyBeckax H3 JIErKOrO 3010Ta 
SakayasINCh JaMMmaykKH He6ec, 


TlopecTuaiH NOX OKHaMM COTCKHe 
OnoymeHijaM HATH Ha BOHHY. 
3arbirbikajiv 6a6bI Cnobo7CKHe, 
TInauy mpopesay KpyroM THIWHHYy. 


Co6upasiHca MHpHBle naxapH 

Be3 neyayn, 6e3 Ka06 HM Cie3, 
Kyasiv B CyMOUKH IIbILUKH Ha Caxape 
Ms mvxann Ha Kps>KHCTBIH BOS. 


IIo ceny 0 BbICOKOM OKOJINIUbI 
IIposo>Kan HX OryJIOM Hapog... 

Bot rye, Pycb, TBOH AOOpbie MONOALUbI, 
Bca onopa B roquHy HeB3rog. 
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3aTOMHach JepeBHA HEBECTOUKON — 
Kak-TO MWJIbIe B jaJIbHeM Kpalo? 
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When fellows get out concertinas 
And girls start to dance round the fires. 


Like live coals the dark eyes are glowing 
From under the horse-shoe-arched brows. 
O Russia, my dearly loved homeland, 

On your silken grass let me drowse. 
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The crows long enough have been croaking, 
Foretelling misfortune aloud. 

A gale through the forest is blowing, 

The lake has donned foam like a shroud. 


The sky-cup by thunder is shattered, 
Cloud-tatters the forest enfold. 

The censers in heaven suspended 
Are swaying on chains of light gold. 


Rural constables came with instructions 
To raise recruits for the war. 

The sobbing of wives and of mothers 
To shreds all tranquillity tore. 


The peaceloving ploughmen then gathered, 
No tears, grief or anger they showed, 

With sugar buns stuffing their bags full 
They loaded up carts for the road. 


All turned out to wave and on parting, 

The whole village wished them “God bless!”’ 
There, Russia, your lads with stout hearts are, 
Your stand-by in years of distress. 
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Without news the village was pining. 
How were the lads faring faraway? 
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Oruero He yBeJOMAT BECTOUKON, — 
He norn6s1u 144 B 2KapKoM 6010? 


B pouje 4yfWIMCb 3alaxH Jlayana, 

B setpe 6nacTHINCh CTyKH KOcTEeH. 

Vi npuuian kK HUM Hex aHHO-HerayaHHo 
C JasIbHeEH BOJOCTH rpyj{bI BeCcTeH. 


C6epermm fo HMM MaxapH NamMarky, 
C NOTOM’BbIBEJIM BCeM M10 NMChMy. 
IloqxBaTHIM TYT pOfHble rpaMorky, 
3a BETJIOBYIO CeJIH TEChMY. 


Co6pasiuca Hay YeTHHUeH JIyuero 
lonbiITaTbca JKOOMMbIX pee. 

VW sHa KopToyKax MylaKaJin, chywaa, 
Ha ycnexu powHbix cnyiayen. 
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Ax, NOJIA MOH, GOPO3AbI MHIIBIE, 
XOPOUIN BBI B Neyasn cBoer! 
A 100310 STH XWOKHHBI XHJIbIC 
C noy>KHaHbem Cceybix MaTepen. 


IIpunayy k nanoToukaM 6epecTsAHbIM, 
Mup Bam, rpa6ouin, Koca u coxa! 

4 rajjato 10 B30paM HEBECTHHbIM 

Ha, BonHe 0 cygbG6e 2KeHHXa. 


TIOMHpHJICA & C MbICJIAMH Ca6bIMH, 
MOTb Obl CTATb MHE KYCTOM y BOMB. 
A xouy BepHTh B JIyumee C GaGamn, 
Tenna cBeuky BeyepHel 3Be3 BI. 


Pa3rafan «1 AX yYMbI HECMETHBIE, 
He ciiyrHeT 4x HH rpOM H HH TbhMa. 
3a COxO}g NOW NeECHH 3aBeTHBIe 
He npuyuyyntca CMepThb XH TIOpbMa. 
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Why were there no letters arriving, 
Perhaps they’d been killed in some fray? 


They fancied the woods smelled of incense, 
The breeze bore the rattling of bones. 
Then one day from far-off came letters 
From their men, from their very own. 


The ploughmen their kin had remembered, 
Painstakingly each penned a note. 

Their families snatched up the letters 

But few could make out what they wrote. 


Round Lusha they crowded (she read well) 
To know what their dear ones had said 

And, squatting, heard of the successes 

Of their home-grown champions—and wept. 
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Dear furrows and fields, in your sorrow 
As noble and fine as before! 

I love too these tumbledown cottages 
Where grey mothers wait by the door. 


To bast shoes I bow in deep homage. 
Peace to you, plough, harrow and scythe! 
What fate has befallen their soldier men 

I guess from the look of their wives. 


To thoughts of my weakness I’m reconciled— 
To be a plain shrub is no bar. 

I share the hope women have, lighting 

The candle of the evening star. 


Their thoughts I divined—they are boundless, 
They do not fear thunder or hail. 

They follow the plough singing plaintively, 
Not dreaming of death or of jail. 
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OHM BepHJIN B 3TH KapakyJiH, 
BbIBOJMMBIe C TAXKKHM TPy]OM, 

Vi oT cuacTba 4 paylocTH Mlakasin, 
Kak B 3acyxy Hay NepBbIM OxKeM. 


A 3a JYMOH pa3JlyKH C pOJHMbIMH 
B MaArKHX TpaBax, Noy Gycamu poc, 
Vim Mepeluica B anAax 3a }bIMaMH 
Hag sryraMu BeceJIbIM MOKOC. 


Oi ThI, Pycb, MOA poAMHa KpoTkKas, 
JIniub K Te6e 4 HOGOOBb Gepery. 
Becena TBOA paylocTb KOpOTKasx 
C rpOMKOH NecHe BECHOH Ha Jlyry. 
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They’ve faith 1n these ill-written letters 

So laboriously copied out 

And they wept for joy, just as relieved as when 
First rains mark the end of a drought. 


They dreamed, as they thought of their menfolk, 
Of meadow grass dew-bright in haze, 

A vision of summer, the merry 

Abandon of haymaking days. 


Hey, Russia, my kind mother.country, 
Your loving son ever I'll stay. 

How gaily your meadows with laughter 
In spring time reecho all day. 


1914 


*% + * 


Sarsyuinsa 3acyxa 3aCeBKH, 
COXHET pOXb, MH HE BCXOMAT OBCHI. 
Ha mone6eu c XOpyrBaAMH JeBKH 
TloralijHiivich B KOMJIAX HONOCHI. 


vmeee 


Co6paHCb NpHxo>KaHe y yan, 
JIMXOMAaHHY!O rpycTb 3aTaa. 
Sary3biHHJI TbAYHLIKO eqauyHn: 
«Cracu, rOCcnomH, JOH TBOA», 


OTKpbIBaJINCb HEGeCHBIe JBEpH, 
JIbAKOH OaBKHYJI H3 KPS>KHCTBIX CHI: 
«Eye MOJIMMCA, 6paTh4s, O Bepe, 
Yro6pi Gor HaM NOIA OpOCcH». 


3asMBaJIHCh BeECeJIbIe NTAXH, 
Kpanan Opbi3raMu NOM, 43 roperten, 
CTpeKOTYHbH-COPOKH, Kak CBaXxH, 
HaksinkKaJiv OK QJIMBbIX rocteH. 


3bI6KO NEHHJINCh 30PH 3a pOUen, 
Kak XOJICTHHbI NOJI3IIK OOJIaKa, 
MV TyMaHHO NO ObIJIbHHLe TOWEH 
Mex KYyCTOB BOpKOBalJia peka... 


CKHHYB IWankKH, MOJIACh HM B3bIxXas, 
TOBOpHJIM NpOMeX MY>XKHKH: 
«KOIOCHIaCb-TO APb HENIOXxaa, 

a cryOnM CyxHe JEHbKH». 
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The dry weather stifled the sowings, 

The rye withered, oats did not sprout. 
The girls with church banners were going 
To pray in the fields hit by drought. 


Parishioners met by the coppice, 

From grief like a fever they pined. 

The lean deacon prayed without stopping. 
‘““O Lord, save thy people!’ he whined. 


The gilt Holy Gates were tlung open. 
The deacon roared loud as an ox: 

‘Once more let us pray, brothers, hoping 
That God may send rain for the crops!” 


Birds sang as the priest began sprinkling 
With his hand water God had blessed. 

Like matchmakers, magpies were chirruping, 
Begging showers to be their guest. 


The sunset seethed, grey clouds were passing 
Like raw linen filling the sky. 

Seen dimly through shrubs and dry grasses 
The river went murmuring by. 


The peasants were commenting sadly 
As cloth caps for prayer they doffed: 
‘*The corn didn’t shape up so badly, 
But these dry days finished it off.” 
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Ha kone — ¥epHOu TyIHLe B CaHKaX — 
Buu0Cb MaMsA-lWJ1eA... CHHb HW POX. 

VM kpvyasiv napHHuikH B eylaHKax: 

«]loxK TMK, HO*XMMK, NONeM Hallly pox! » 
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On a black horse-cloud to a sleigh harnessed 
Strap-lightning flashed, shaking the sky. 

And boys through the meadows ran shouting: 
‘*Rain, rain! Come and rain on our rye!”’ 


1914 
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B TOM KpaW, re *KeJITaA KpanuBa 
Vscyxonw mieTeH, 

[IpHroTHJIMCb K BepOaM CHPOTJINBO 
1136bI epeBeHs. 


Tam B MOAX, 3a CHHeH ryuyen sora, 
B 3eJ1eHH O3ep, 

TIponerma mecuanaa fopora 
Tio cuQupcKHx rop. 


3aTepaach Pycb B Mopgpe xu Oyu, 
Humouem elt cTpax. 

Vs wpyT no Tow gopore sronH, 
JIrog¥ B KaHjjaax. 


Bce OHM YOHHUbI HIM BOPHI, 
Kak CyJIHJI HM pOoK. 

Tlonro6H A rpyCTHble HX B3OpbI 
C praqWHaMu UleK. 


MHoro 3J1a OT pajjOCTH B yOnHax, 
Mx cepyuja mpoctsi, 

Ho KpwBaTCA B NOYeEPHebIX IMU aXx 
Tony6ble pT. 


A oy MeYTy, CKpbIBaA, HEXy, 
OTo a Cepalem YKCT. 

Ho 1 & KOro-HHOyfb 3apex*Ky 
TIlog OCeHHMM CBKHCT. 


Vs MeHa M10 BeTpaAHOMy CBeEW, 
Ilo Tomy Jib ecky, 
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In a land of yellow nettle 
And wattle fence 

Up to willows huddled humble 
Cottages. 


In the fields beyond blue thickets 
_ Past green lakes 
To Siberian mines a sandy 
Highway lay. 


Fear did not daunt Russia, venturing 
North and East. | 

Down the highway people passed 
With fettered feet. 


Murderers to a man were they 

) -And common thieves. 

But I loved their sorrowful gaze 
_ And sunken cheeks. 


Evil joy they breathed, these killers, 
Simple of heart, 

Black of face, in a blue grimace 
Their lips would part. 


That my heart is pure and true 
I fondly hope. 

But, when autumn howls, I too 
Could cut a throat. 


Then I too along the sandy 
Highway there 
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TloBpeayT c BepeBKO!o Ha wee 
TIlonroOuTs TOCKy. 


Vi xorya c yaibIGKOK MHMOXOJOM 
PacnpaMiJiro A rpyfb, 

A3bIKOM 3aJIK>KeT Henoroya 
TIpoKHTOHW MOK IyTb. 


1915 -? 
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Shall be led, rope round my neck, 
To know despair. 


As I square my shoulders 
With a passing smile, 

Snow’s chill tongue shall lick morosely 
My road through life. 


1915 
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KOPOBA 


Apaxnaa, Bhima 3y6bl, 
CBHTOK rovoB Ha porax, 
Bu ee BbIrOHLMK rpyObin 
Ha neperouHubix novax. 


Cepylje HeIacKOBO K LUYyMy, 
Mbluiv ckpeOyT B yrouike. 


TlyMaeT rpycTHyro ymMy 
O O6eNOHOTOM TeJIKe. 


He jjaJiu MatepH CbliHa, 
TlepBaa payoctb He BpOK. 
V1 sHa kOJly nog OCHHOK 
IiIkypy Tpemay BeTepoK. 


CKOpo Ha rpe4uHeBOM cBee, 

C TOM Ke CbIHOBHeH cynb6on, 
CBaKYT CH MeTIIO Ha wee 

Vs nosepyt Ha yOon. 


2KaNoOHO, rpycTHo H TOLJe 
B 3eMJIFO BOMBbIOTCA pora... 
CHHTcA en Oenaa pola 

Vi tpasanble siyra. 


1915 


73 


THE COW 


Teeth she has none, she’s decrepit, 
Rumpled horns her age betray. 
Hard blows the boor of a herdsman 
Dealt her when she went astray. 


Noise she dfslikes, cannot stand it. 
Cowshed-mice busily gnaw. 

Sadly she thinks of the handsome 
White-leggéd calf that she bore. 


They took the son from his mother, 
Her very first joy brought no ease, 
And on a pole by the poplar 

A fresh hide flapped in the breeze. 


Soon in the field bare of buckwheat 
She’ll share her own son’s fate, 
They’ll put her neck in a halter 
And for the slaughter-house make. 


She’ll drop on her knees feebly, grieving, 
Butting the earth to the last... 

Of a white birch-grove she’s dreaming 
And of knee-deep meadow grass. 
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IIECHb O COBAKE 


YTPOM B p2XKaHOM 3akyTEe, 
Tye 3aTaTcA porooKH B pag, 
CemepbIx OLJeHHW1a CyKa, 
Ps DKHXx CeMepbIX LICHAT. 


YTo Beyepa OHa MX JaCcKala, 
IIpHuecbisax A3bIKOM, 

VM scrpyWJica CHexKOK NOJTAaJIbIN 
IIo TensIbIM ee 2KHBOTOM. 


A BeYyepoM, Korya KypbI 
OOcHKMBaIOT LWIECTOK, 

Brnues! XO34HH XMYypbIi, 
CemepbIx BCeX MOKJIaJI B MELIOK. 


{lo cyrpo6am ona 6e>Kana, 
TIlocneBax 3a HUM 6e>KaTb... 
Vi Tak yonro, AouIro Apoxasia 
Bobi He3saMep3lexH rlaj{b. 


A Kora 4yTb Mlellacb O6paTHo, 
CJIN3bIBad MOT C 6OKOB, 
TlokKa3asIca eC MECALL Hay] XATOH 
OJIHMM H3 ee LIICHKOB, 


B CHHIOW BbICb 3BOHKO 
[napesa ova, CKyJa, 

A MECAIL CKOJIb3HJI TOHKHH 
Vs CKpbiJICa 3a XOJIM B MOJIAX. 
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SONG ABOUT A DOG 


In the barn corner early one morning, 
Where rush matting covers bare earth, 
A bitch to a litter of seven 

Small reddish-brown puppies gave birth. 


All day until dusk she fondled them 
With her tongue going to and fro, 

In the warmth of her underbelly 

The snowflakes would melt and flow. 


But when dusk fell and the fowls took 
Their places on perch and rack 

The farmer came out and scowling 
Put the puppies into a sack. 


The bitch ran over the snowdrifts, 
Keeping up with his measured pace... 
And ripples long after quivered 

On the pond’s ice-free surface. 


And as the bitch homeward tottered, 
Licking sweat from flanks that steamed, 
The moon shining over the cottage 

Was one of her puppies, it seemed. 


And fixing on deep-blue heaven 

Her steady gaze she whined 

And the slender moon went floating: off 
Over the far hillside. 
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V1 roiyxo, Kak OT NoyayKH, 
Koryja OpocaT ef KaMeHb B CMEx, 
IlokaTHIKcb ria3a co6aubu 
SOJIOTbIMM 3Be3]aMH B CHer, 
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And dully, as when they’d throw her 
Not bread but a stone for a lark, 
The eyes of the bitch went rolling 

In the snow like golden stars. 


1915 
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YcTail A XKUTb B POJHOM Kpato 

B Tocke Mo rpedHeBbIM NpoctTopaM, 
IToKHHy X¥>KHHY MOK, 

Yuay Opopsror uM BOpOM. 


TIlonyy m0 OenbIM Ky PAM WHA 
MckaTb yOoroe xHIJIHLIe. 

HM apyr m10oOMMBbIN Ha MeHa 
HatTounT HOX 3a rOJIeHHLe. 


Becuou H COJIHUeM Ha JIYry 
OOsBHTa xesITaA FOpora, 

Vi Ta, ube uma Oepery, 
Meus MporouHt OT nopora. 


V1 BHOBb BepHyCb A B OTUHH JOM, 
Cy2koro paylOcThio yTelllych, 

B 3eneHbIn Beyep NO OKHOM 

Ha pykaBe CBOeM MOBELLLYCb. 


Ceyble Bep6bl y MeTHA 
He>xHee ronOBbI HaKJIOHAT, 
VM sHeoOMbIToro MeHA 

Iloy 1am co6aunh MOXOpoHaT, 


A MeCall OyJeT NJIbITh H MJIbITH, 
PoHaAA BeCcJIa TO O3epaM, 

Vi Pycb sce Tak Ke OyfeT KUT, 
IInscatp HW WyaKaTb y 3a6opa. 
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* * * 


I’m tired of home life, sighs they heave 
As buckwheat fills the far field yonder. 
My country cottage I shall leave, 

A vagabond and thief, I'll wander. 


Through daytime’s curly locks I'll step, 
Some wretched meagre dwelling seeking. 
Against me my best friend shall whet 

The knife that’s from his boot-top peeping. 


The yellow highway is entwined 

With spring and sunlight in the meadow 
And she whose name I deem divine 
Shall also drive me from the threshold. 


I'll come back to my father’s home, 
With other’s joy my pain relieving, 

And hang myself upon my sleeve 
Beneath the window one green evening. 


Grey willows by the wicker fence 
Shall bow their heads in a fine flurry 
And every dog be start barking when 
My unbathed body shall be buried. 


The moon meanwhile shall float on by, 
Its long oars in lake waters dipping, 
And Russia just the same survive, 

Be dancing in the street, and weeping. 
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He 6pojHTb, He. MATb B KyCTaxX OarpsxHbIXx 
JIe6eqbI WH He HCKaTb Cllema. 

Co CHOMOM BOJIOC TBOHX OBCAHbIX 
OTOCHHJIaCb ThI MHe HaBCerma. 


C aJIbIM COKOM ATObI Ha KOxe, 
He>xuas, Kpacusaa, Obisia 

Ha 3akaT TbI pO3OBbIM MOxOx%Ka 
H, Kak CHET, JIYYHCTa H CBeTJa. 


3epHa rjla3 TBOMX OCbIMNAaJIHCh, 3aBxAJIH, 
Mima TOHKOe pacTaasio, Kak 3BYK, 

Ho octasica B CKJlIaqKaX CMATOM Wasi 
3amax Mejja OT HEBHHHBIX pykK. 


B THXxuHH 4aC, KOra 3apsx Ha KpbIUe, 
Kak KOTe€HOK, MOCT JIalNKOH port, 
Tosop KpOTKHH O Te6e & CJIbILLIY 
BojAHBIX MOUNX C BETPOM COT. 


TIlycTb Nopow MHe wienueT CHHHH BeYep, 

To 6blJla ThI MECHA HW MeUTa, 

Bcé >K, KTO BbI,yMaJI TBOK THOKHH cTaH HW Mew — 
K cBeTJION Tae MpHIOXKHI ycTa. ss 


He 6ponuTb, He MAT B KyCTax OarpaAHbIx 
JIle6eqbI W He MCKaTb Clea, 

Co CHOMOM BOJIOC TBOHX OBCAHbIX 
OTOCHHJ1aCb ThI MHe HaBcerya. 
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ll no more go roaming, no more seeking, 

No more crushing goosefoot in the wood. 
With your hair a sheaf of golden oatstraw 
You have vanished from my dreams for good. 


With red berry juice on fair skin glowing, 
Beautiful and gentle, you were like 

Pink skies when the sun to rest is going 

And, like new snow, you were sparkling bright. 


Now th d grain of 
a ial «FS has scattered, shrivelled, 
Your delicate name has melted like a sound, 
Though the scent of your pure honey fingers 
In the folds of a creased shawl is found. 


In the still hour when the early sunrise 
On the rooftop licks her kitten nose 

I hear gentle mention of you coming 
From the wind that sings in honeycombs. 


What if blue dusk on occasion whispers 

You were just a melody, a dream— 

He who shaped your supple figure and smooth shoulders 
Truly kissed a mystery supreme. 


I'll no more go roaming, no more seeking, 
No more crushing goosefoot in the wood. 
With your hair a sheaf of golden oatstraw 
You have vanished from my dreams for good. 
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O Pycb, B3MaxHH KpbIJIaMH, 
TloctaBb HHy!o Kpenp! 

C HHbIMH HMeHaMH 

BctaeT HH@a CTEeIIb. 


IIo rony6ou poHHe, 
Mex TeJIOK H KOpoB, 
Viner B 31aTOM payHHHe 
Taon AyieKkceh Kosbyos. 


B pykax — Kparoxa xuie6a, 
YcTa — BHUHEBBIN COK. 

V1 Bbi3Be30HI10 HeOO 
IlacryliecKHH poxKOK. 


3a HMM, C CHEFOB H BeTpa, 
113 MOH@CTBIPCKhx Bpat, 
Vipet, ofeTbIN CBETOM, 
Ero cepeyqHuu Opar. 


Ort Bpuiterpp! yo Hyun 

Ou u36poyHsI Bech Kpan 

VM spl0pan kimuky — Kuroes, 
CmupeHHbIn Mukosian. 


Mouauibu Mygp H JlacKos, 
OH BECb B pe3b6e MOJIBBI, 
VW stTuxo Cxognt Macxa 
C 6eckyA pou rosOBbl. 


A TaM, 3a B3rOpbeM CMOJIbIM, 
Mny, tpony Tas, 
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Come, Russia, proud wings plying, 
A different order found! 

A different steppe is rising 

Where different names resound. 


See him in your blue valleys 
Among the cows and calves 

In golden homespun walking— 
Your Alexei Koltsov. 


A crust of bread he’s holding, 
Like cherry juice his mouth, 
His shepherd’s horn like heaven 
When all the stars are out. 


The monastery leaving 

And a land of wind and snow, 
His middle brother follows him, 
In radiance he’s clothed. 


From the Vytegra to the Shuya 
He’s roamed the countryside 

And picked the nickname ‘‘Klyuev, 
Your humble Mikolai’’. 


Sage monkwise, he is kindly, 
Retelling tales we’ve heard 
And Eastertime slips quietly 
From a head that has no curls. 


And there, the hilltop breasting, 
Go I along the path, 
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KyAPABbIM MM BeceJIbIH, 
Takonw pa360HHbIn 4. 


/lonra, kpyta yopora, 
HecueTHbI CKJOHbI rop; 
Ho yjaxe c TahHon 60ra 
Beyly «1 TaMHo crop. 


Cun6ato KaMHEM MECALL 
V1 Ha HeMy?t0 JPOXKb 
bpocat, B He60 CBecaACcE 
M3 roneHuuia HOX. 


3a MHOM He3pHMbIM pOeM 
Myer koubyo Apyrux, 

Vi yaneko no ceyiam 
3BeHHT HX GOHKHH CTHX. 


M13 TpaB MbI BAXKeM KHHIH, 
CyioBa TpsceM c AByx NOW. 
VM cpoqunk Hau, Uanpirun, 
Ilepy4, kak CHer HM ON. 


Coxkpolica, CrMHb Tbl, MJIeMaA 
CmepAllHx CHOB H ym! 
Ha KaMeHHOe TeMA 

Hecem MbI 3Be3{HbIM LYM. 


JIOBObHO FHHTb H HOSTS, 

Vs ciaBuTb B3leTOM rHych — 
YK CMbIJla, CTepjia eroTb 
Bocnpsnysuiasa Pycb, 


YK NOBesIa KpbllaMu 
Ee HemMaa Kpenp! 

C HHbIMH HMeHaMH 
BctTaeT HHas CTEIIb. 
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A curly-headed prankster, 
And such a dashing lad. 


A long hard road. Uneven 
And endless ts the route; 
But even with God’s secret 
I secretly dispute. 


Casting a stone, I topple 

The moon. And up I throw 

A knife plucked from my boot-top— 
Heaven trembles at the blow. 


And others come invisibly 
Behind me from all round 
And far and wide in villages 
Their dashing verses sound. 


We make books out of grasses, 
Words from our lap we fling. 
Sweet songs, like snow and valley, 
Can our Chapygin sing. 


Hide, perish, generation 

Of stinking dreams and thoughts! 
To heads from hard stone fashioned 
The song of stars we’ve brought. 


Enough of pain and ruin 
And praising infamy— 
Already wakened Russia 
Has scrubbed the filth away. 


Her mute strength 1s now flying 
With new wings it has found. 

A different steppe is rising 
Where different names resound. 


I9] F- 
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Pa36yqH MeHA 3aBTpa paHo, 

O Mod TeplesHBax MaTb! 

A novgy 3a JOpoOxKHbIM KypraHoM 
lopororo roctTs BcTpeyatp, 


A cerogqHA yBuyAeI B Nyse 

Cyiey] WIMpOKHx KOuIec Ha JIYTy. 
TpenyeT peTep nog oOsa4Hou Kyuen 
SONOTYFO ero AYTy. 


Ha paccpetTe OH 3aBTpa IIpoOMYHTCA, 
Iifanky-Mecall NpHrHys Nop KyCToM, 
Hs urpHso B3MaxHeT KOObININUa 

Hay paBHHHO!o KpaCHbIM XBOCTOM. 


Pa30yqv Me€HA 3aBTpa paHo, 
3acBeTH B Halen rOpHulle CBET. 
ToBopat, 4TO A CKOpO CTaHy 
3HaMECHHTBIM PyCCKHH NOT. 


Bocnotro 4 Te6a H rocrTs, 
Hauly neub, meTyxa H KpoB... 
V1 Ha NecHH MOH MpoyibeTca 
MOojJIOKO TBOHX PbIKHX KOPOB. 
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Waken me early tomorrow, 
Dear mother, patient and kind! 
I'll go past the boundary barrow 
To welcome a friend of mine. 


In the forest today I noticed 
Weel-tracks where a cart had rolled. 
The breeze below dark cloud blowing 
Is ruffling the arch of gold. 


It will race by tomorrow at daybreak, 
With moon-cap ducking under a bush, 
And her red tail playfully waving 

The mare through the meadow will rush. 


Waken me early tomorrow, 

Turn the light on in-our best room. 
They say I'll become an illustrious 
Poet of Russia soon. 


You I shall laud and the visitor, 

Our stove, cock and humble home... 
And the milk that your russet cows give 
Shall over my verses flow. 
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HuBbI ©KaTbI, POUIM Fovibl, 
OT BO,bI TyM@aH H CbIpOCT. 
KoslecOM 3a CHHH Fopbl 
Conuie THXO€ CKaTHIJIOCb. 


[pemuleT B3pbiTax Wopora. 
Ett ceroqHa NpHMeyrTasiocn, 
UTo copceM-coBceM HEMHOrO 
2K]aTb 3HMbI CEQON OCTAJOCb. 


AX, H CaM & B Yale 3BOHKON 
YBa BYepa B TyMaHe: 
PBDKHK MeCALL KepeOeCHKOM 
3alparasica B Halli CaHH. 
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Cleared the cornfield, bare the boughs are, 
From still waters mist is rolling, 

Like a wheel beyond the mountains 

Has the silent sun gone bowling. 


Dozing is the cart track yonder. 

In a daydream it is thinking 

One won’t have to wait much longer 
For the coming of grey winter. 


Yesterday as mist came creeping 
Did not I see in the darkness 
Like a foal the bay moon leaping 
Into our snow sledge’s harness? 
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A 0 NepsBomy cHery Opesy, 

B cepaie JaHQbIlin BCMbIXHYBLIIHX CHIL. 
Beyep CHHEFO CBEYKON 3Be3]y 

Hay yoporon Moen 3acBeTHi. 


4 He 3Halo, TO CBeT HJIM MpaK? 
B uae BeTep NOeT Hb NeTyx? 
Mo>xxeT, BMECTO 3HMBI Ha MOJIAX 
ITO neG6eyqH cesH Ha Jlyr. 


XOpowa ThI, O GeslaxaA ray! 
I’peeT KpOBb MO? JlerKHH MOpo3! 
Tak HM xO¥eTCA K Tey NIpHoKaTb 
O6HaxKeHHbIe rpyaun GOepes. 


O JlecHas, ;pemy4aad MyTp! 

O BeceJIbe OCHEKECHHBIX HHBI., 
Tak H XO“eETCA PyYKH COMKHYTb 
Hay ypespecHbimu Oeppamy HB. 
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Through virgin snow I roam, 
Fresh lilies fill my heart. 

The dusk, to guide me home, 
Has lit a candle-star. 


Light? Dark? I cannot say. 
Was that the breeze? A cock? 
Has winter come? Or maybe 
Swans in the meadows flock? 


How smooth the snow, how white! 
Frost tingling warmth imparts. 

I'd love to clasp the bright 

Bare birch-breasts to my heart! 


Dark thickets! But all round 
Clear snow fields cheer the eyes. 
I'd love to fold arms round 

The willow’s timber thighs. 
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He60 — Kak KOJIOKON, 
Mecall — A3bIk, 

MaTb MOA — pojhna, 
A — 6oyIbuleBHK. 


Panu BceseHCKOrO 
Bpatctsa Jropen 
Paylyrocb lecHen A 
CmepTn TBOeH. 


Kpenkuii XW CHJIbHbIM, 
Ha rnu6enb TBOKO 

B KOJIOKOJI CHHHK 

SI Mecallem Obt0. 


bpaTbsa-Mupsane, 
Bam Moa TecHb. 
CJIBILLYy B TyMaHe A 
CBeTIYy¥0 BeCTh. 


1918 
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The moon is the tongue 

In the bell of the sky. 

The homeland’s my mother, 
A Bolshevik am I. 


Hail the universal 
Brotherhood of man! 

That’s why with my verse 
For your death I give thanks. 


Strong, tough and healthy, 
To hasten your doom 

The blue bell of heaven 

I strike with the moon. 


Countrymen, brothers, 

My song is for you. 

Through the mist I can hear it, 
The wonderful news. 


1918 
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Jt. WU. Kawmunort 


3eneHasa Npuyecka, 
lesuyeckaa rpyyb, 
O ToHKas Gepe3Ka, 
Oto 3aryagenacb B py? 


Oto wenyert Te6e BeTep? 
O 4eM 3BeHHT MecoK? 

VHnb xo4velllb B KOCbI-BeTBH 
TbI JIYHHbIM Tpe6ewioK? 


OTKpoH, OTKpOH MHe TaHHy 
TBOHX J[PpeBeCHBbIX [lyM, 

A nonro6uJI NeyasIbHbIh 
TBOMK NpegOCceHHHH LIyM. 


Vi MHE B OTBET Oepe3Ka: 
«O MIOOONBITHBIH Apyr, 
CerojHA HOUbIO 3BeE3HOH 
Syecb Cile3bI IMJ MacTyXx. 


JIyHa cTenuja TeHH, 
CHasIn 3eJIeHA. 

3a rojible KONeHH 
Ou O6OHHMAJI MeHA. 


Hi Tak, BAOXHYBUIM ryOKo, 
Cka3aJI NO 3BOH BETBEH: 
«IT pouyan, Mos rosy6ka, 
Yo HOBbIX 2K ypaBJIen». 


1918 


95 


To L. I. Kashina 


Head of green tresses 
And maiden breast, 
Why on the pond, birch, 
Your gaze clo yout rest? 


What does the wind whisper, 
Sancl intone? 

In your braid-boughs will you 
Set a moon-comb? 


Your secret wood-thoughts 
Disclose to me! 

I love your sad toncs 

On autumn eve. 


“Curious friend,” in reply 
The birch said, 

‘Tears here by starlight 
A shepherd shed. 


‘The moon cast shadows 
Bencath green trecs. 

He held me, clasping 

My bare’knees. 


“And sighed, as my branches 
Rustled above: 

‘Till next year’s crancs come 
Farewell, my love! ”’ 


1918 
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KAHTATA 


Crue, 10OHMbIe OpaThaA. 
CHoBa powHasd 3eMJIA 
Hexoye6umble paTu 
J[BwxKeT Noy cTeHbI Kpemua. 


Hosble B MHpe 3a4aTba, 
3apeBo KpacHbIx 3apHH... 
Criute, sHOOHMbIe OpaTha, 
B cBeTe HeTJICHHbIX TpoOHHy. 


Connie 37aToOrw MewaTbio 
CTpaxkeM CTOMT y BOpOT... 
Crmute, 21OOMMbIe OpatTha, 
MHMO Bac J[BHDKETCA paTbio 
K 30pM BCeJICHCKHM HapoOg. 
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CANTATA 


Slcep peacefully, dear brothers. 

{n answer to her call 

Staunch champions of our country 
March past the Kremlin walls. 


New thoughts the world is bearing. 
Red lightning tints the sky... 

Sleep peacefully, dear brothers, 
Where in your tombs you lie. 


Like a gold seal, to guard you 
The sun stands by the door... 
Sleep peacefully, dear brothers, 
The people here go marching 
Tothe universal dawn. 


1918 


98 


+ + + 


A NOKHHYJI POAMMBIN OM, 
Tony6yro octaBu Pycs. 

B Tpu 3Be34bI Oepe3HAK Hal NIpyoM 
TenyiutT MaTepH CTapon rpycTp. 


3ONOTOHO JATYWIKON JlyHa 
PacniJiacTaylacb Ha THXOM BOJe. 
CyIOBHO AGJIOHHbIM WBeT, CeyHHa 
Y oOTia Mpomusacb B Gopore. 


51 He CKOpo, He CKOpo BepHycp! 
YJonro meTb H 3BeHeTh Iypre. 
CrTepexeT romy6yro Pycp 
CTapbIM KJleH Ha OHOH HOre. 


V1 « 3Hal0, eCTb paslOCTh B HEM 
TeM, KTO JIMCTbeB WesyeT 1O#KIb, 
OTTOrO, 4TO TOT CTapbIM KJICH 
TonOBOK Ha MCHA MOXOX. 
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I left my father’s home, 

Blue Russia too. Like three 
Bright stars the small birch grove 
Consoles my mother’s grief. 


The moon, spread like a frog, 
Has on the pond appeared. 
Like apple blossom, locks 

Of grey fleck father’s beard. 


Long shall you wait for me, 
And many a blizzard blow! 
Let the old maple be 

On one-legged sentry-go. 


To kiss its rain of leaves 

Is joy, and none so fine— 

The head of the maple-tree 
So closely resembles mine. 
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SakpyXH1aCb JIMCTBAa 30I0TAA 
B po30BaTou Boze Ha Ipyyy, 
CroBHo 6a60uek slerkas CTaAv 

C 3aMHpaHbeo JIeTHT Ha 3Be3 fy. 


A cerogtHaA BKOOICH B STOT BeYep, 
bsH30K CepAlly *KesITeEIOWMM JONI. 
OTpok-BeTep No CaMble mien 
3arouHs Ha Gepe3ke NopoN. 


MB Ayue HB AONNHE Npoxaana, 
CHHMM CyMpak Kak CTajO OBell, 
3a KaJIMTKONO CMOJIKUUerO Cala 
IIpo3BeHuT HW 3ampeT OyGeHell. 


A ewje HHKOrAa Oepex*K HBO 

Tak He CiylaJI pa3yMHYFt0 MJIOTb, 
XOpouio ObI, KaK BETKAaMH HBA, 
ONpOKHHYTECA B pO30BOCTb BO. 


Xopouwio ObI, Ha CTOr ybIOanch, 
Mop jou Mecalla CeHO KeBaTb... 

Tye Th, rye, MOA THXaad pagocrh — 
Bce nr068, HH4erO He Keath? 


1918 
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The twirling golden birch-leaves 
Upon the pink pond lie 

Like a flock of butterflies, hurtling 
To a distant star to die. 


This evéning fascinates me 

The yellowing vale delights. 
The frolicsome breeze is raising 
The birch skirts shoulder-high. 


The vale’s cool, cool my heart is, 
Like sheep is the blue dusk. 

At the gate of the silent garden 
A hell rings, then is hushed. 


How closely now I listen 

To flesh in the mind’s grip! 

It would be fine, like willows, 
In pink waters to dip. 


And with a moon-mouth, smiling 
At anew rick, hay to chew... 
Quiet joy, nothing desiring, 
Loving everything, where are you? 
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71o>K]\MK MOKpbIMH MeTJIaMH UHCTHT 
MBHAKOBBIM NOMET NO WyraM. 

II mr0Hca, BeTep, OXallKaMH JIMCTbeB, — 
4 TaKOHW Xe, Kak TBI, XyJIMTaH. 


A mro6s0, Koryja CHHHe yah, 
Kak C TAKeJION NOXOMKOH BOJIbI, 
XKHBOTaMH, JIMCTBOK XPHIIALIHMH, 
IIo KouleHKaM MapaloT CTBOIIBI. 


Bot OHO, Moe CTajy{O pbbKee! 

KTo >K BOCTIeTb ero JIyume MOr? 
Broxky, BHKy, KaK CyYMe€pKH JIM KYT 
Cuyley{bI YeEJIOBEUBHX HOT. 


Pycb Mog, epeBaHHas Pycp! 

Xl OMH TBOH NeBell HW Pyiawiatan. 
3BePHHbIX CTHXOB MOMX rpyCTb 
AH KOpMHJ pezeqon WH MATOH. 


B360pe3>KH, NOJIHOUb, JIYHbI KYBLUUIHH 
3avepnHyTb MoOKa Oepes! 
CJIOBHO XO¥ET KOLO NIpHYWATb 
PykaMu KpecTos noroct! 


BpojMT uepHad X2KyTb NO XOJIMaM, 
3no6y Bopa CTpyHT B Halll Ca, 
TOJIbKO CaM 4 pa300HHHK HM XaM 
Vso KpOBH CTenHOM KOHOKpa{. 


KTo Byyasl, KaK B HOUN KMMIMT 
KunsaueHbix YepeMyx paTb? 
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HOOLIGAN 


With a wet broom a shower sweeps up 
The droppings willows strew. 

Spit, wind, your mouthfuls of leaves out-— 
I’m a hooligan, like you. 


I love to observe blue coppices, 
Like lumbering oxen, go 
Dirtying tree-trunks halfway up 
With bellies scraping low. 


There it is, my herd of red cattle! 
Who better could sing its praise? 
I can see the twilight licking 

The footprints a man has made. 


My Russia, old wooden Russia! 

I alone am your herald and bard. 

With mint and mignonette I’ve nourished 
The grief of my wild-beast art. 


Come, light up the moon-jug, midnight. 
To scoop up the birch-trees’ milk! 

With grave-cross fingers the cemetery 
Looks ready by throttling to kill. 


There’s terror abroad, in our orchard 
The spite of a thief it inflames. 

I’m a boor myself, and a scoundrel 
With horse-stealer’s blood in my veins. 


Have you seen at night-time the seething 
Bird cherry blossom vibrate? 
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Mhe 6b! B HOUb B rouy6ou cTenHv 
Tye-HH6yb C KACTEHEM CTOATB. 


Ax, YBAJ FONOBbI MOeH KYCT, 
3acocaJI MeHA NeceHHBIH MJIeH. 
Ocy>kieH 4 Ha KaTopre 4yBCTB 
BeptTeTb »2KepHOBa MOoM. 


Ho ne 6onca, 6e3yMHBbIM BETP, 
TI10H CNOKOMHO JIMCTBOH NO JlyraM. 
He coTpeT MeHa KJINUKa «II09T», 
41M B MecHAX, Kak TbI, XYJIMTraH. 
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But the place for me is the blue steppe 
With a bludgeon, lying in wait. 


O the shrub of my head has wilted 

And song bondage‘has sucked me down. 
I’m fated in feeling’s prison 

To turn poetry’s millstones round. 


Fear not, mad wind! Unconcernedly 
Go spit out the foliage, do! 

The “‘poet” tag won’t be the end of me, 
I’m a hooligan in poetry too. 


1919 
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Mup TavHCTBeHHbIM, MHp MOM ApeBHHH, 
TI, Kak BeTep, 3aTHX H MpHcedl, 

BoT cyaBHJIH 3a LUIeFO JepeBHIO 
KaMeHHBIle pyKH LWOCCce. 


Tak MCIyraHHO B CHEXKHY!O BbIGeJIb 
3aMeTaslaCh 3BeHAMMAA KYTb. 
3paBcTByH TbI, MOA YepHas rHuGeJlb, 
A HaBCTpeyy K Te6e BbIXOXKYy! 


Topog, ropoj, ThI B CXBaTKe 2KeCTOKOM 
OxpecTHII Hac Kak Najjayib H Mpa3b. 
CTbIHET moje B TOCKe BOJIOOKOH, 
TenerpadbHbIMH CTONOaMH JaBACh. 


XKHIUCT MYCKYJI Y J bABOJIBCKOM BBIH, 
Vs nerka eX YyryHHas ratp. 

Hy, 4a uTO xe? Beh HaM He BrepBble 
V1 pacuiaTbipaTbca MW mponaparts. 


IlycTb ayia cepaija Taryye KOJIKO, 
OTO NecHA 3BEpHHbIX Mpas!.. 

... 1@K OXOTHHKH TpaBaAT BOJIKa, 
3aKHMad4 B THCKH OOJIaB.. 


3Bepb NpHnal... A 43 MACMYpHbIx Hep 
KTO-TO CiycTHT ceHuac KypKMH... 

Bypyr NpbbkKoK... H AByHOroro HeApyra 
Pa3qHpaioT Ha YaCTH KJIBIKH. 


O, IpHBeT TeGe, 3BEpb MOH JIIOOHMBIM! 
TbI He apOM JjaeuIbCaA HOXy. 
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Secret world, old world of mine, 
Windlike, you crouch expectant and still. 
Look, the stone arms of the highway 
Squeeze the village’s neck—to kill. | 


Hither, thither the powers of terror 
Over the snowbound country race. 
Hello, you there, my black destroyer, 
I go to meet you face to face! 


City, city, you fight us savagely, 
Christen us carrion, call us dirt. 

The fields grow chillier in dumb anguish 
As telegraph poles transfix the earth. 


The devil’s neck has wiry muscles, 

It easily bears the iron road. 

So what? We’ve had our noses busted 
Before and we have reeled from blows. 


Though for the heart it’s excruciating, 
This is a song of wild-beast rights!... 
... Hunters enjoy to go wolf-chasing 
Just like this, as the noose draws tight. 


The wild beast crouches... In deep ambush 
Somebody a trigger will press... 

A sudden leap... The two-legged enemy 

Is savaged as fierce fangs rip his chest. 


Hail, beast! My love for you is unbounded. 
Not in vain you leap at the knife. 
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Kak H ThI — A, OTBCIOAY TOHMMBIH, 
Cpefb 2eule3HbIX BparoB MpOxoxy. 


Kak HM TbhI — «A BCerga Harorose, 

V1 xoTb cybiny NOOeAHbIN POXKOK, 

Ho otnpo6yeT BpaxeckKOH KpOBH 

Mod nocneqHuK, CMepTesIbHbIM MpbbKOK. 


VM nyckai « Ha pbixsyro BbIOeb 
YMayy W 3aporwcs B CHETY... 

Bce ke Ne€CHIO OTMICHbA 3a PHG6eJIb 
TI ponoroT MHe Ha Tom Oepery. 
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I, like you, on all sides hounded, 
Among iron enemies go through life. 


I, like you, am ever in readiness. 
Hearing the horn sound my defeat, 

I still go for the blood of my enemies 
With a firial, fatal leap. 


Though in the field of snow I tumble 
And a deep grave-hole in it bore... 
Yet a song to avenge my destruction 
Will be sung on that other shore. 


1921 


110 


+ + + 


CToOpOHa Jib TbI MOM, CTOpOHa! 
HloxKeBoe, OCeHHee OJIOBO. 

B 4epHonu JlyxKe NpOApOruiuH Ponapb 
OrtpakaeT 6e3ry6yto rovioBy. 


Het, yx JIy4ulue MHe He CMOTpeT}, 
UToOosI BApyr He yBHeTb xyxKero, 
A Ha BCIO 9TY P2KaBylO MpeTb 
Byjy WlypuTb ryia3a HW CyKHBaTb. 


Tak H€MHOLPO TelieH HW 6e300J1bHEH, 
TIOCMOTpH: Mex CKeJIeTOB JOMOB, 
CJIOBHO MCJIbHHK, HECeT KOJIOKOJIBHA 
Meguble MeIIKH KOJIOKOJIOB, 


Ecam royioyieH Tht — OyJellb CbITbIM. 
Kosh HecuacTeH — TO BeceJl H pad. 
TOJIBKO JIMLIb He IAW OTKPbITO, 
Moi 3eMHOM HeEH3BeCTHBIM Opat. 


Kak noflyMasl A — Tak H Cyesian, 
Ho yaar! Bce ofHo ut TO x! 
ByyHO, CJIMLIKOM NpHBBIKJIO TeJIO 
OulyujaTb 3Ty CTyxy WH ApOXb. 


Hy, aja 4uTo Ke? Begb MHOro npounx, 
He OHH 4 B MHpy *KHBOH! 

A OHapb TO MHIHET, TO 3aXOXOUeCT 
Besry6ou cBoen rouOBoH. 
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My dear, one and only land! 
Autumn rain from atin sky drips. 
In a puddle a shivering lamp 
Reflects a head with no lips. 


Better don’t look! Or something worse 
May come, take me by surprise. 

So all this rust-coloured murk 

I view through screwed-up eyes. 


It’s warmer that way, hurts less. 
Look, miller-like the bell-tower is 
Carrying copper sacks of bells 
Between the skeleton-houses. 


You shall be sated, if hungry, 
Cheerful, if stricken by woe. 
But do not gape at it, brother, 
Earthly brother I do not know, 


I did as I had a mind to 

It did not alter a thing. 

It seems I’ve developed a liking 
For cold and shivering. 


So what? Besides me there are also 
Many others alive, not dead. 

The lamp’s now winking, now guffawing 
Though it has no lips in its head. 
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TobkKo cepyue nog, BeTXOH Ofe2%« ON 
IilenueT MHe, NoceTHBLIeMy TBeEpjb: 
«pyr MOH, {pyr MOHW, IpospeBluve Bex Ib! 
3ak pbIBaeT Offa JIMLIb CMepTb». 
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But my heart under ragged clothing 
Whispers to me, earth’s guest: 

‘“‘My friend, the eyes you have opened 
Will only be closed by death.” 
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He >xaJlero, He 30By, He Mylayy, 

Bce nponpert, Kak c OeJIbIX AOJOHb AbIM. 
YBaAaHbA 3OJIOTOM OXBAYeCHHbIN, 

HA He 6yny Gombuie MONObIM. 


TbI Tenepb He Tak yx 6yfellb OUTELCA, 
Cepylle, TpOHYTOe XOJIOAKOM, 

MH crpaua 6epe30Boro CHTIa 

He 3aMaHHT LWIAATBCA OOCHKOM. 


7Iyx 6poys2xun! Tp! Bce pexe, pexe 
PacilleBeIMBaellb NJIaMeHb CT. 

O MOs-yTpadeHHad CBeExXKECTh, 
ByHcTBo ria3 WH NONOBOAbEe UyBCTB. 


A Tenlepb CKyMee CTaJl B KeaHbsx, 
2KH3Hb MOA? Wb ThI IIPHCHHJIaCb MHE? 
CJIOBHO 4 BeECeHHeH FyJIKOM paHbio 

II] pocKakaJI Ha pO30BOM KOHEe. 


Bce MBI, BCe MbI B TOM MHpe TJIEHHBI, 
THXO JIbETCA C KJICHOB JIMCTbEB MEJIb.., 
Byb.e TbI BOBeK 6arOcuIOBeEHHO, 
UTOo NpuuIO NpOUBecTb UM yMepeTb, 
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No regret I feel, no pain, no sorrow, 
Blossom blows away, a song Is sung. 
Overcome by autumn gold, tomorrow 
I myself shall be no longer young. 


You’ll not throb, heart, as before, but tremble, 
Feeling chills that you have not yet known. 

In bare feet you shall no more be tempted 
Through the birch-print countryside to roam. 


Roving spirit, ever now less often 

Do you rouse a flame upon my lips. 
Freshness I have lost, keen looks forgotten, 
Feelings running at full flood I miss. 


I’m austerer now in my desiring. 

Life, were you real, or of fancy born? 
It’s as if in spring I’ve been out riding 
On a pink horse in the vibrant dawn. 


In this world of ours we all are mortal, 
Copper leaves from maples gently slide... 
Ever blest was I to be accorded 

Time for blossoming before I died. 


192] 
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Bce »2HBOe OCOO6OH MeTON 
OtTMeyaeTca C paHHnHx Nop. 

Ecuain He ObIN ObI A NOSTOM, 

TO, HaBepHO, ObIJI MOWICHHHK H BOP. 


XYOMWaBbIN HW HH3KOPOCIIBIN, 
Cpeyb MaJIbuMWeK BCerya repon, 
UactTo, YacTo C pa30HTbIM HOCOM 
IIpuxoyua a kK ceOe JOMOH. 


Vs HasBcrTpeyy ACNyraHHOHK Mame 

A WeqHI CKBO3b KPOBaBbIM Pot: 
«Huyero! 51 CnOTKHYJICA O KAMEHb, 
OTO K 3aBTpaMy BCE 3a%KHBeT». 


V1 Tenepb BOT, Kora Npoctbia 
OTHX HEM KMMNATKOBAaA BA3b, 
Becnokonuads, Wep3kaa Cilia 
Ha MO9MBI MOH IIpOsIMJach. 


3ouoTad CyOBeCcHad rpysa, 

Vs Haj KaxKyOK CTpOKON 6e3 KOHIa 
OTpaxKaeTCa NpexkHAA yyasib 
3a0HAKH HM COpBaHlfa. 


Kak Tora, 4 OTBaXKHbIM M TopybIH, 
TOJIbKO HOBbIO MOH OpbI3xKeT Wa’... 
Ecuv paHbue MHe OHJIM B MOpyy, 
To Tenepb BCA B KPOBH Aya. 
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The lives of us all are moulded 
At birth—such is my belief. 

I well might, if not a poet, 
Have been a rogue or a thief. 


A thin little boy, but ever 

A hero in the eyes of those 

Young playmates of mine, I’d often 
Come home with a bleeding nose. 


In a thick voice I’d tell mummy 
Through lips I’d barely feel: 

“It’s nothing! I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


Today, when the hot quick temper 
I once had has cooled and slowed, 
Into my verse the reckless 
Strength of my youth has flowed. 


A goldmine of loquacity, 

In every line there persists 
The former wild audacity 
Of a lad quick with his fists. 


I’m just as proud and dogged, 
But with new pain I smart— 
My nose they used to bloody, 
Now I’ve a bloodied heart. 
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V1 y>xe roBopro A He Mame, 

A B 4yXOH HW XOxOUyLMH COpon: 
«Huyero! 51 cnoTKHyJIca O KaMeHb, 
ITO K 3aBTpaMy BCe 3a>KHBeT! » 


Despand 1922 
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And now I tell—not mummy, 

But a loud mob hostile to me: 

“Tt’s nothing. I tripped and tumbled. 
By morning the bruise will heal.” 


February 1922 
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A oOMaHbIBaTb ceOs HE CTany, 
3anerya 3a60Ta B Cepylie MrIMCTOM. 
OrTuyero Mpocsbi A WaplaTaHOM? 
OTyero Npocsibiat A CKaHaJIMCTOM? 


He 3n0jen «4 4 He rpaOu JIecoM, 

He paccTpesmBall HeCYaCTHbIX TO TEMHHIaM. 
A BCero JINWb YIIMYHbIA NOBECA, 

Yub16arou[ MCA BCTPeCdHbIM JIMWaM. 


A MOCKOBCKHM O30PHOH rysaKa. 
IIo BceMy TBEPCKOMy OKOJIOTKy 
B nepeysikax Kaxkax CoOaka 
3HaeT MOFO JlerKy¥O NOXONKy. 


Kak]\aad 3a pwilaHnad JIoWwayb 
TonoBOHK KHBaeT MHE HaBCTpeyy. 

[1a 3Bepex NpHATeNb A XOPOLUIMH, 
Kak]bIM CTHX MOH YLy 3Bepsx JIedHT. 


SA xOxy B UWJIMH pe He WIA KEHNA — 

B rulynow cTpacTu cepyile *KHTb He B CHJIe, — 
B Hem yyOOHeH, rpyCTb CBOIO YMCHbIIMB, 
3oNOTO OBCa WaBaTb KOObIUIe. 


Cpeyb Ji0feX A Apy>KObI He HMeW, 

+1 MHOMY NOKOpHIIca WapcrTBy. 
Kaxkyomy 3feCb KOOes0 Ha LIerO 

A TOTOB OTAaTb MOH JY4WHH rasicTyK. 
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Self-deception is not in my nature, 

On. my heart there weighs a thought appalling: 
How come I have earned the reputation 

Of a charlatan, a tavern-brawler? 


I’m no thug, I’ve not stopped folk and stripped them, 
Shot wretches in jail or other places. 

I’m a rake, the kind you find in cities, 

Greeting with a smile oncoming faces. 


I’m a cheeky Moscow mischief-maker. 

Go down all the highways and the byways, 
Not a single dog there will mistake it— 
My light tread at once he recognises. 


Every wretched horse, whose life’s accursed, 
Nods his head to me with kindly feeling. 

I’m a good friend of all beasts, my verses 
Bring to animal hearts a touch of healing. 


I wear a top hat not for the ladies— 

I can’t stand such sentimental rubbish. 
It’s acure for grief when with its aid I 
Feed a mare her golden oats for supper. 


As for people, I’ve no friends among them. 
It’s another kingdom I belong to. 

My best necktie I'll give any mongrel 
Here—and readily, because I want to. 
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Vi Tenepb yx «1 GoueTb He CTaHy. 
TIposcHvslacb OMYTb B Cepylle MIrJIHCTOM. 
OTTOrO MpOcsIbII A WiapsaTaHOM, 
OTTOrO INpocsbI A CKaHDaJIMCTOM. 


1922 
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Now no longer shall I feel vexation, 

My heart’s murk is clearer, less appalling. 
That was how I won the reputation 

Of a charlatan, a tavern-brawler. 


1922 
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Ja! Tenepb peueno. be3 so3spata 
A NOKHHYJI pOpHble nos. 

Yx He 6ynyT NMCTBOIO KpblnaTon 
Hao MHO!W 3BeHETb TOMOIIA. 


Hv3KHi OM 6e3 MeHA CCYTYHTCA, 
CTapbIi mec MOM jaBHO H3]0Xx. 

Ha MOCKOBCKHX H30FHYTHIX yIHWax 
YMepeTh, 3HaTb, CyQHII MHe Oor. 


A r0ON10 STOT rOpor BAZEBbIN, 
IlycTb oOproa3r OH H MycTb ofpsx. 
3on0Tax }peMOTHasd A3HA 
Onounsia Ha Kymoax. 


A KOrjja HOUbKO CBETHT MECAL, 
Kory CBeTHT.., YepT 3HaeT Kak! 
A MLLy, FONOBOLO CBECACh, 
TlepeyIKOM B 3HaKOMBIH KaOak. 


Iilym H raM B 9TOM JIOFOBe 2K YTKOM, 
Ho Bcto HOUb HalIpouieT, 40 3apH, 

Al UMTAalo CTHXH MpOcTHTyTKaM 

Vc OaHquTaMH >Kapro CiMptT. 


Cepyye Obetcx Bce Yale H Yale, 
VY syx «A roBopro HeBnonaly: 

«51 TAKOHW Ke, KaK Bbl, MpONaHH, 
Mhe Tenepb He yHTH Ha3ay». 
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It’s settled! Yes, it is forever 

I have left my native fields. 
Never more shall rustling poplars 
Shed on me their wingéd leaves. 


Pll not watch the old home crumbling. 
My old dog died long ago. 

In the winding streets of Moscow 

I'll die—since God wills it so. 


I love this elaborate city, 
Though it’s flabby, getting old. 
Golden Asia so bewitchingly 
Slumbers in these onion domes. 


When the moon in all its glory 
Shines at night as bright as hell, 
Head down, I go round the corner 
To a tavern I know well. 


In that den the din’s infernal, 
But with crooks I drink all night 
And to prostitutes my verses 
Until daybreak I recite. 


My heart’s beating ever faster 

And I say quite out of turn: 

“I’m a dead loss, like you bastards. 
For me there’s no return.” 
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Hy3kHit 70M 6e3 MeHaA CCyYTyJIHTCA, 
CtTapbimmM Mec MOH JaBHO H3]0x. 

Ha MOCKOBCKHX M30rHyTbIX yJIHax 
YMEPpeTb, 3HAaTb, CyHII MHe Oor. 


1922 
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I'll not watch the old home crumbling. 
My old dog died long ago. 

In the winding streets of Moscow 

I'll die—since God wills it so. 


1922 
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ITa ynMWa MHE 3HakOma, 

Vs 3HaKOM 9TOT HH3CHbKHA JOM. 
I] posoygos rojy6ax conoma 
OnpoKHHy1acb Hal OKHOM. 


BbiJIn PObI TAKEIIbIX GECTBHH, 
Toy! 6yHHbIX, 6€3yMHBIX CHIL. 
BcnOMHHJI A JEpeBEHCKOE JeETCTBO, 
BcnoMHMWJI A JepeBeHCKy!O CHHB. 


He uckaJsl «A HX CaaBbl, HH MOKOA, 
Ac TUIETOM 3TOK CNaBbl 3HAKOM. 
A cenhuac, Kak ryla3a 3aKpow, 
Byxxy TOJIbKO POAMTEJIbCKMM JOM. 


Byxy cay B royryObix Hakpamax, 
THXxO aBryCT Ipuser KO MeTHEO, 
Tlep>kaT JIMMbI B 3eJICHbIX jlamax 
[ITH4HMM TOMOH H WebeTHH. 


A nO6MN STOT OM JepeBAHHBIN, 

B O6peBHax TelMIaCb rTpO3HaA MOPLIb, 
Hata me4b KaK-TO JMKO HM CTpaHHO 
3aBbIBasia B JOXK]JIMBY!O HOU. 


[onoc rpOMKHM WM BCXJIMMCHb 3bIUHBIN, 
Kak O KOM-TO NOrHMOweM, *XHBOM. 

UtTo OH BUC, BepOIO KMPMM4HbIN, 
B 3aBbIBaHHn JOKECBOM? 


BHQHO, BAe] OH JasIbHHe CTpaHbl, 
COH Apyronu uM WBeTyLIeH NOphl, 
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This street is so very familiar 

And this humble cottage too. 

Now wires are thrown over the window 
Like a bundle of straws, bright blue. 


There were years of much bitter suffering, 
Of strength that was wilful and wild. 

I recall early days in the country, 

The blue hues of the countryside. 


Not fame or peace have I been seeking. 

I know how vain such fame can be. 

Today when with closed eyes I’m dreaming 
It’s only the old home I see. 


Blue raindrops are decking the garden, 

By the fence August curls up to drowse. 

With their green paws the lindens are guarding 
The birdsong adorning their boughs. 


How I loved it, this cottage of timber, 

The wrinkled beams breathing snug might. 
Our stove in a strange way would whimper 
And wail on a dark rainy night. 


Loud sighing, and sobbing and wheezing, 
As for someone living but lost. 

What could that brick camel be seeing 

In the rain’s wailing that never stopped? 


Some faraway countries, evidently, 
And other more auspicious days, 
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3onoTpie neckn AdraHnctTaHa 
Vs crekKsJIAHHy!0 XMapb Byxappsl. 


Ax, M A 3TH CTpaHb! 3HalO — 

Cam HeMaJIbIM NpOules! TaM NyTb. 
TOubKO 671M2Ke K POAMMOMYy Kpato 
Mune 6 xoTen0cb Telepb NOBEpHyTh. 


Ho yracya Ta He>KHax [pema, 
Bce ncTueno B AbIMy rouwy6om. 
Mup tre6e — noyiepaa conoma, 
Mup tTe6e — yepeBAHHBIN 0M! 


1923 
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Afghanistan’s golden deserts 
And Bukhara’s glassy haze. 


With those distant lands I’m familiar. 

I followed there many a track. 
Somewhere that is nearer my homeland 
I prefer now—it’s time to go back. 


The sweet daydream vanishes suddenly, 
Dissolving in blue mist, it’s gone. 

Peace to you, my field-straw country, 
Peace to you, dear timber home! 


1923 
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Mhe ocTaJlacb OHA 3a0aBa: 
[]aIbUbI B POT — HM BeCeJIbIN CBKCT. 
II]pokaTHacb JypHas CilaBa, 

UTo noxa6HNkK & XM CKaHyasincrt. 


Ax! Kaka” CMelHas noteps2! 
MHOTIo B XKH3HH CMCLIHbIX NOTepb. 
CTbIJHO MHE, 4TO A B Gora BEpHI. 
TOpbKO MHe, YTO He Bepto Telepb. 


3ouOTble Jasekve asin! 

Bce cKMraeT KHTENCKaA MPETb. 
VM snoxa6uHnyal a MW CKaHyasina 
JA Toro, YTOOKI Ape roperts. 


jap nosta — JlackaTb HM KapsxOaTB, 
PoOKOBas Ha HEM MeuaTB. 

Po3y 6eyto Cc 4YepHOrO *abon 

A XOTeJI Ha 3eMJIe MOBEHYATH, 


IlycTb He Cila{MJIMcb, NycTb He COBINMCh 
OTH NOMBICIJIbI PO3OBbIX HEH. 

Ho koJIb 4eEpTH B Aye rHE3AWIHCh — 
3HaUHT, aHTeJIbI KIM B HEN. 


Bot 3a 3TO BecejIHe MyTH, 
OTMpaBJIAACh C HEH B Kpai HHON, 

A xouy mpxH nocteqHew MHHyTe 
IIompocuTp Tex, KTO 6yqeT cO MHOKM, — 
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There’s one joy left to me: whistling 
With two fingers in my mouth. 

The tale that I like tavern-brawling 
And swearing has got about. 


How really comic the loss is! 

In life many more we know. 

I’m ashamed I believed in God once, 
I regret not believing now. 


How deep were the vistas, how golden! 
All perish in life’s grim night. 

I swore and I raised hell, so as 

To burn with a brighter light. 


The poet’s gift—soothing or harrying— 
Was on me by fate bestowed. 

I wanted on earth to marry 

A white rose to a black toad. 


What matter if my fair intentions 
Their fulfilment never saw? 

If fiends in my heart have nested, 
There were angels in it before. 


For the sake of this murky merriment, 
When for other shores I am bound 

I would like at the very last moment 
To beg those who’ll gather round 
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4706 3a Bce 3a rpexv MOH TAKKHe, 
3a HeBepne B OsIarofaTh 


TIONO2KHJIN Me€HA B pyccKkon pyOalike 
IT]oq HKOHaMH yMHpatp. 


1923 
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That for all my sins and failings, 
For distrusting blessings, may I 
In a Russian blouse be laid out 
Under the icons to die. 


1923 
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3ametasica noxKap rosy6on, 
I]o3a6bIIMcb posMMBble WaJn. 

B nepBbik pa3 «A 3ales po AKOOOBb, 

B nepBbIi pa3 OTpeKalocb CKaHJaJIMTB. 


BbidJI A BECb — Kak 3alyLJeHHbIM Caz, 
BbiJI Ha 2KCHLHH HM 3e71Me NayKHH, 
Pa30HpaBHJIOCb NMTb HM MWAACaTb 

V1 TepaTb CBOKO XKH3Hb 6€3 OFIAKH. 


Mue ObI TOJIbKO CMOTpeTb Ha Te6a, 
Buyeth ria3 31aTO-KapHi OMYT, 

Hs uto6, npowioe He 11064, 

TbI yHTH He CMOria K pyromMy. 


TlocTylb HeKHas, JIerkHh CTaH, 
Ecau 6 3HaJia ThI CepqlieM yNOpHbIM, 
Kak yMeeT JIKOOMTE XyJIHraH, 

Kak yMEeT OH ObITb MOKOPHbIM. 


A 6 HaBeKH 3a6bIJI KaO6akH 

Vs cruxu ObI NMcaTb 3a6pocuii, 
ToylbkO 6 TOHKO KacaTbCa pyKH 
V1 BoJIOC TBOHX IBETOM B OCEHB. 


A 6 HaBekuH Nowen 3a TOGOK 
XOTb B CBOH, XOTb B YyXKHE JaJin.... 


B nepBbii pa3 4 3alleJI MpoO JIKOOOBb, 
B nepBbin pa3 OTpeKalocb CKaHaJIMTb. 
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I am happy as heaven above, 

Home parts no more fondly recalling. 

For the first time I write about love, 

For the first time renounce tavern-brawling. 


I was just like a garden gone wild, 

For women and drink were my weakness. 
Now dancing and drink I despise, 

And wasting my life without reason. 


I wish simply on you to gaze, 

At your hazel-brown eyes to wonder, 
To hope that you, scorning past days, 
Will never leave me for another. 


Your graceful and slim waist I scan, 
If only you had a notion 

What true love a hooligan 

Could offer you, what devotion. 


At taverns no more would I glance, 
I’d give up the writing of poetry 
Just gently to touch your hands 
And hair, the colour of autumn. 


I’d follow you, never give up, 

Wherever you went exploring... 

For the first time I write about love, 

For the first time renounce tavern-brawling. 
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IlyckaM TbI BbINMTa ApyrMM, 

Ho MHE OCTAJIOCb; -MHE OCTaJIOCh 
TBONMX BOJIOC CTEKJIAHHbIH JIbIM 
Vi raa3 OCe€HHAA YCTaJIOCTb. 


O, Bo3pacT OceHH! OH MHe 
Jjopoxe OHOCTH HX JieTa. 

TbI CTajIa HpaBATbCA BUBOMHE 
Boo6paxkeHHWo Nosta. 


A cepyliem HHKOr Da HE JIry, 

VM snotTomy Ha rouoc 4BaHCcTBa 
BecTpene tuo cka3aTb MOry, 

UTO A MpOwWlaiocb C XyJIMraHCTBOM. 


I]opa paccTaTbca c O30pHOHK 

Vs HenOKOpHO?!o OTBaroH. 

Y>K Cepalle HaNHJIOCh HHOH, 
KpoBb OTpe3BJIAFOWWerO Oparon. 


Vs MHE B OKOUIKO NocTyyas 
CeuTsa6pb OarpaAHOH BETKOH HBBI, 
4T06 A TOTOB ObIJI H BCTpeya 
Ero npHxoj HEMpHxOTJIMBBIN. 


Temepb CO MHOrHM A MMPIOCb 
be3 MpHHy eHba, 6€3 yTparThl. 
MHOW KaxeTca MHE Pych, 
MuHbIMHM — KylaqOuUla HM XaTbl, 


[[po3pauHo «1 CMOTprO BOKpyr 
Vs BYXKY, Tam JIM, 3J{€Cb JIM, Pe-TO Jib, 
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Though by another you be drained, 
For me remains the glint mysterious 

Of your long tresses, there remains 
Your languid eyes’ autumnal weariness. 


Age of maturity! I vow 

You're dearer now than youth or summer. 
In my imagination now 

You charm the poet in me doubly. 


At heart Il] never tell a lie. 

Therefore I may say without flinching, 
When boastfulness needs a reply, 

That with my hooligan ways I’ve finished. 


It’s time to break with mischief now 

And recklessness that bubbles over. 

I have already drunk enough 

Of a brew that makes the bloodstream sober. 


September has tapped on my pane 
With purple osier-bough advising 
Me I should be prepared to greet 
Its uncapricious soft arrival. 


With much I now have made my peace 
Without loss and without compulsion. 
The cemeteries different seem, 

So do the cottages—and Russia. 


With clearer eyes I look around, 
The answer always is the same one: 
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YTo Th Ofna, cecTpa H Apyr, 
Morysia 6bITb CNyTHHUeH NO9sTa. 


YTo a OHO Te6e Ob! MOT, 
BocnuTbiBasch B MOCTOAHCTBE, 
IIponetTb 0 cymMepKax yOpor 
Vsyxoyauyem xyJIMraHcTBe, 
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That you alone, sister and friend, 
Could be the poet’s true companion, 


That I could sing to you alone, 

Stability to me imparting, 

Of twilight hours upon the road 
And hooligan habits departing. 
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Beyep 4epuHbie OposBu HaCONH I. 
UBbH-TO KOHH CTORT y ABOpa. 

He Buepa JIM A MOJIONOCTb NponHs? 
Pa3KOOHJ JIM TeOa HE BYepa? 


He xpanu, 3ano3qasiaa Tponka! 
Hala *H3Hb MpoHecyiacb 6€3 clea. 
MoxeT, 3aBTpa OOJbHHYHAaA KONKA 
YMOKOMT MeHA HaBcersa. 


MoxeT, 3aBTpa COBCeM I0-4]pyromy 
A yHy, HCWeeHHbIM HaBeK, 
CylyuaTb NecHH Ox 7en HW Yepemyx, 
Gem 3],0POBbIN KHBET YEJIOBEK. 


ITlo3a6yqy 4 Mpa4HBble CHIIbI, 

TO Tep3aH MeHa, ry6a. 

OO6s1MK JackOBbIh! OOK MMJIbIN! 
JIMuIb ofHYy He 3a6yny Teba. 


IlycTs 2 Oyay NKOOHTE Apyryto, 
Ho 4H CHEN, C AIOOHMOHN, C Apyron, 
Pacckaxy nmpo Te6a, qoporyko, 
UtTo koryfa-To A 3BaJI FOpOron. 


Pacckaxky, KaK TeKJIa Oban 

Hauia *KH3Hb, UTO ObIJION HE ObIJIa... 
TonosBa Jb ThI MOA yJasag, 

J{o 4ero X ThI MCHA OBeNa? 
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Its black eyebrows evening lowers, 
Someone’s horses champ at the door. 
Was it yesterday that I threw away 

My youth, found I loved you no more? 


Tardy troika team, stop your snorting! 
Without trace passed the life we led. 
Tomorrow I may be forever 

Laid to rest in a hospital bed. 


Or else I may leave, a very 
Different person, cured for all time, 
The song of the rain, of bird cherry 
To hear again, as in life’s prime. 


Pll forget those malignant forces 
That made me chafe and fret. 
Kindly face! Dear adorable features! 
You alone I shall not forget. 


And what if I love another, 

My new love too shall hear 

From my lips about you, beloved, 
Whom I used to call ‘‘my dear’. 


She’ll hear of our life spent drifting 

On the stream of days that have fled. 

Just look to what plight you have driven me, 
My wild and unruly head! 
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Tobi Mosogbie c 3a6y6eHHOH Cl1aBoH, 
O1paBHJI A CaM Bac rOpbKOIO OTpaBoH. 


A He 3Halo: MOM KOHEL 6JIH30K JIM, asleK JIH, 
Bbivid CHHHe ria3a, a Tenepb NOOJIEKJIN. 


Tye Thi, pagocTh? Temb H XKyTb, rpycTHO H OOMHO. 
B none, ¥To 1H? B KaOake? Huyero He BHHO. 


PyKH BbITAHY — HM BOT CJIyllato Ha OLLYIMb: 
EjeM... KOHM... CaHH... CHET... IpOe32KaeM POLly. 


«OH, AMUIHK, HeCcH BOBC!IO! Ua, poxKqeH He c1a6bIM! 
yuly BbITpACTH He Kab NO TAKHM yxaOam». 


A AMUIMK B OTBET OHO: «IIO TaKON METEJIN 
OueHb CTpaulHo, 4TOS B NyTH NOWAaH BCNOTEIN». 


«Tbl, AMILJHK, A BAKY, TPyC. ITO HE C PyKH Ham!» 
B3aJI A KHYT MW Hy CTeraTb MO JIOWaxKbMM CIMHaM. 


Bbw, a KOHH, KaK METEJIb, CHET Pa3HOCAT B XJIONbA. 
Bapyr TONYOK... H H3 CaHeH MpaAMO Ha Cyrpoo 4. 


BcTaJI WH BAXKy: UTO 3a YEPT — BMECTO OONKON TPOMKKH... 
3a6HHTOBAHHBIAN Jexy Ha OOJILHHYHOM KOHKE. 


V1 3aMecTo Jowayen No Jopore TpACKON 
Bbrko A XKeECTKY!IO KPOBaTb MOKPOHO NOBA3KOH. 
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Years of my unruly youth, notorious and noisy, 
I myself have poisoned you with a bitter poison. 


Whether Ill die soon or later on I’ve no idea. 
Eyes that once were blue as blue, now so pale appear. 


Joy, where are you? All is dark—grief 

and pain 

I suffer. 
Are you in the fields? Or tavern, maybe? 
There 
is nothing. 
I put out my hand and from sounds alone I gather... 
Off we drive... a sleigh... deep snow ... 
through a wood we gallop. 


Hey there, driver! Go full tilt! You’ve got guts, 
I'll wager. 
On such rutted tracks do not grudge your soul a shaking. 


All the driver says is this: ‘‘You’re 1n serious trouble 
If your horse sweats in a snowstorm, going at the double. 
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‘Driver, you're a coward! Going slow is not our habit!” 
I myself took up the whip and let the horses have it! 


Like the wind the horses flew, miles flew by unnoticed. 
Then a sudden jolt ... and I landed in a snowdrift. 


Opening my eyes I saw that the sleigh had vanished, 
In a hospital bed I lay with my head all bandaged. 


And instead of horses three, down the highway dashing, 
With a blood-red dressing my iron bed I’m lashing. 
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Ha Mlle 4acos B yCbI 3aKpyTHJIHCb CTpeJIKH, 
HakJIOHHJINCb HaylO MHOM COHHBIe CHIICJIKH. 


HakJIOHHJINCb VW XpHNAT: «OX ThI, 3JaTOrNAaBbIH, 
OtTpaBHsi Tb! CaM CeOA TOPbKOLO OTpaBOH. 


MBI He 3HaeM, TBO KOHEL OJIH3OK JIH, WasleK JIM, — 
Cyne TBOH ria3a B KaOakaxX MpOMOKJIH ». 


1924 
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On my watch the hands are twisted, 
their moustaches curling. 
Bending low to peer at me stand the sleepy nurses. 


“Listen, goldilocks!” they say, “‘you’re too wild 
and noisy, 


You're to blame for your own ruin, drinking bitter 
poison. 


“Whether you shall die or live we have not a notion. 
It’s in taverns your blue eyes 
got their thorough soaking’’. 


1924 
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TbI KHBa ele, MOA CTapylika? 

2KUB H 4. [IpHBet Te6e, mpHBet! 
IlycTb CTrpyHtca Hay] TBOeM H36ylUKON 
TOT BeuyepHHM HECKa3aHHbIih CBET. 


TIviuyT MHe, 4TO ThI, TAA TPeBOTy, 
SarpycTHsia WIH6KO O60 MHe, 

UTOo ThI YacTO XOQMUIb Ha WOpory 

B cTapOMO]{HOM BeTXOM LIIyLIyHe. 


V1 te6e B BEYEPHeEM CHHEM Mpake 
UactTo BHAMTCA OHO H TO X: 

By\TO KTO-TO MHE B KaOallKOH J[pake 
Cayjanya noy cepyaiie PHHCKHHK HOX, 


Huuero, pogquaa! YcnoKonca. 
TO TOKO TAPOCTHAA Opesp. 
He Takow yx rOpbKHH A Npononia, 
4706, TeOa HE BHA, YMepeTb, 


1 MO-IIpexKHeMy TaKOHM Ke H€>KHbIM 
Vi Metal TOJIbKO JIMIUb O TOM, 
4706 ckopee OT TOCKH MATEXKHOK 
Boportutsca B HH3CHbKHMM Halll JOM. 


A BepHycbh, KOra paCKHHeT BeETBH 
T]o-BeceHHeMy Halll OeJIbIM caj, 
TOIbKO ThI MCHA yXK Ha paccBeTe 
He 6yqH, Kak BOCeMb JieT Ha3aq. 
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LETTER TO MOTHER 


Still around, old dear? How are you keeping? 
I too am around. Hello to you! 

May that magic twilight ever be streaming 
Over your cottage as it used to do. 


People write how sad you are, and anxious 
For my sake, though you won't tell them so, 
And that you in your old-fashioned jacket 
Out onto the highroad often go, 


That you often see in the blue shadows 
Ever one dream, giving you no rest: 
Someone in a drunken tavern scuffle 
Sticks a bandit knife into my chest. 


Don’t go eating your heart out with worry, 
It’s just crazy nonsense and a lie. 

I may drink hard, but I promise, mother, 

I shall see you first before I die. 


I love you as always and I’m yearning 

In my thoughts for just one thing alone, 
Soon to ease my heartache by returning 
To our humble low-roofed country home. 


I'll return when decked in white the branches 
In our orchard are with spring aglow. 

But no longer wake me up at sunrise, 

As you used to do eight years ago. 
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He 6yax Toro,. 4TO OTMEUTAJIOCL, 

He Bonnyh TOFO, 4TO HE COBINOCh, — 
CJIMLIKOM paHHIOl0 yTpatTy H yCTaJIOCTb 
VicnbiTaTb MHe B XKH3HH IIpHBeJIOCh. 


Vs MosIMTECA He y4uH Mena. He nazo! 
K cTapomy Bo3BpaTa 6oubule HET. 
TbI OfHa MHE NOMOLIb H OTpajla, 
TbI OJ(Ha MHE HECKa3aHHbIi CBET. 
Tak 3a60yf{b Ke IIpoO CBO!O TpeBory, 
He rpycTu Tak 11H6Ko 060 MHe. 

He xoq¥ Tak YacTO Ha WOpory 

B cTapOMOf{HOM BeTXOM LIYLIYHe. 


1924 
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Do not waken dreams no longer precious, 
Hopes never fulfilled do not excite. 
It was my misfortune to experience 
Loss and weariness too soon in life. 


Don't tell me to pray again! Please, mother! 
There’s no going back, try as you might. 
You alone give me support and comfort, 
You alone glow with a magic light. 


So forget your cares, please. Don’t be anxious 
And for my sake, dear, don’t worry so. 

Out onto the road in your old-fashioned 
Jacket, please, do not so often go. 


1924 
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x * * 


MBI Tellepb yXOQHM NOHEMHOry 

B Ty cTpany, Ile THLWWb MH ONaropats. 
MoxeT 6bITb, H CKOpO MHE B JOpory 
BpeHHble NOXKHTKH COGHpaTE. 


Mulible 6epe30Bble yaltu! 

Tol, 3eM1a! V1 BbI, paBHHH Mecku! 
Tlepey 3THM COHMOM YXOJIALL MX 

A He B CHlax CKPbITb MOeH TOCKH. 


CJIMLUIKOM & JIKOOHWJI Ha 3TOM CBeTe 
Bee, 4uTo Ayluiy O6JeKaeT B MOT, 
Mup ocuHan, YTO, pacKHHyB BeTBH, 
3arysayesHCb B pO3OBY!O BOJb. 


MHOrPo jyM 4 B THUIMHE NposymMany, 
MHO?ro MeceH mpo ce6a CHOXKMII, 

V1 Ha 3TOK Ha 3eMJIe YTPIOMOHK 
CuacTJIMB TeM, UTO A bIWA MK. 


CuyacTJIMB TeM, 4TO WeOBas A *KeHLHH, 
MAJ WBeThI, BasIAsICA Ha TpaBe 

V1 3Bepbe, Kak 6paTbeB HalliHx MeHbIIHX, 
Huxorya He 6u7 NO ronose. 


3Halo A, UTO HE UBETYT TaM Uall[H, 
He 3BeHHT JleOAxKben LWIeCeH POXb. 
OTToro mpef], COHMOM YXOJIALLIHX 
A Bcerfa HCNbITbIBalO J POXb. 
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+ * + 


Gradually we are now departing 

For the land of peace, the blest abode. 
Maybe soon I too shall need to gather 
My frail goods and chattels for the road. 


Dear birch groves with branches interweaving! 
Earth! You sandy lowlands, stretching far! 
Such a host of people have been leaving 

Bitter grief is clutching at my heart. 


In this world I’ve been too much enamoured 
Of what clothes in flesh and blood the soul. 
Peace to aspens which with outspread branches 
Peer into the rosy stream below! 


Many thoughts in silence I’ve been thinking, 
Many songs about myself I’ve penned, 
Glad upon this earth grim and forbidding 
To be breathing and my life to spend. 


I am happy that I have kissed women, 

Picked wild flowers and in soft grass lain, 

And that beasts, who are our younger brothers, 
I have never beaten, never slain. 


I’m aware no groves are there in flower, 
There no swan-necked rye stalks music make. 
Such a host of people at this hour 

Are departing that in fear I quake. 
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3Halo A, YTO B TOK CTpaHe He 6yeT 
QITHX HMB, 3]1aTALWIMXCA BO MIie. 
OttToro H JOporH MHe j100H, 

UTO XKHBYT CO MHOHO Ha 3eMJIe. 


1924 
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I’m aware that in that other country 
There are no such fields in golden haze. 
That is why I cherish men and women 
Who on earth beside me spend their days. 


1924 


156 


BOSBPAIMEHHE HA POJIHHY 


A noceTus posMMble MEcTa, 

Ty ceybuqHHy, 

Tye 2KHJI MaJIbUMLLIKON, 

Ie KanaH4on Cc 6epe3OBO!K0 BBILUKON 
B3MeTHYJIaCb KOJIOKOJIBHA 6€3 Kpecta, 


Kak MHOPO H3MCHHJIOCb TaM, 

B wx 6eHOM, HEMpHrIAHOM OBIT. 
Kak0e MHOXECTBO OTKPBbITHH 

3a MHOPO cyeqOBaO NO NATAaM. 


OTIOBCKHii OM 

He mor & pacno3Hatp: 

II pHmMeTHbM KJICH yk NO OKHOM He Mallet, 
Vs Ha Kpbiyieuke He CH]MT yX MatTB, 

KOpM& UbINJIAT KPYMHTUAaTOW Kalen. 


Crapa, JOJDKHO OBITS, CTauia... 

JJa, cTapa. 

XH c rpycTbio O3Hpakocb Ha OKPeCTHOCTB: 
‘Kakax HeE3HaKOMaA MHE MECTHOCTS! 
Oya, Kak NpexHaa, GeeeTca ropa, 

Ja y ropbi 

BbICOKHM CepbIM KaMeHb, 


Syecb knaz6uwe! 

ITJOArHHBUIHe KpeCTHI, 

Kak 6y{TO B pyKOMalIHOW MepTBeLIbI, 
3acTbINH C paclipocTepTbIMH pyKaMH. 


IIo Tponke, OnepluHcb Ha NOJO%KOK, 
Met cTapuk, CMeTaa IIbiJIb C OYPbaAHAa. 
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RETURNING HOME 


Back to my birthplace, back to native haunts 

I went—back to the country 

Of my boyhood, 

Where like a watchman’s tower made of birch wood, 
Shorn of its crucifix, the belfry soars. 


How many changes there have taken place 
In their dull lives of hardship and privation. 
How many things came as a revelation 

To me onevery side, at every pace. 


I could not tell 

The house where I was born: 

No maple boughs are swaying by the window, 
Mother no longer sits there by the door 

To feed her millet porridge to the chickens. 


She’s aged a lot, I guess... 

She has indeed. 

And with a grieving heart I look around me: 
How unfamiliar are the surroundings! 

This hill as white as ever gleams, I see, 

And at its foot 

Still stands the big grey boulder. 


Here is the graveyard! 

Where crosses decay 

Like soldiers fighting hand-to-hand, who stay 
Dead with their arms out, in that posture frozen. 


An old man with a stick, who’s been out wild 
Herbs gathering, down the path to me advances. 
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«TI poxox uu! 
YKaxH, [Py2KOK, 
Tye tytT xHBeT Ecennua TaTpaHa?» 


«TaTbana... IM... 

7[a BOH 3a TOK H360H. 

A TbI eff 4TO? 

CpoyHu? 

AJib, MOX€ET, CbIH NponalHn?» 


«]]a, CbIH. 

Ho uTO, cTapHK, c TOOOK? 

CkaokH MHE, 

Oruero TbI Tak PAAQULIb CKOPGOALIie? » 


«]{o6po, MOH BHYyK, 

Tlo6po, uTo He y3HaJI ThI esa!..» 

«AX, J€HyuIKa, YXKeJIM 3TO ThI?» 

Vs nonunachb NeyanbHaa Geceya 
Cne3aMuH TENJIbIMH Ha IIbIJIbHbIe LBETHI. 


«Te6e, mOxKaslyH, cKOpo OyyeT TPHAMATE... 
A MHEe yX JI€BAHOCTO... 

Cxopo B rpo6. 

JJaBHo nopa O6bI 6bINO BOPOTHTECA». 
OH‘ rOBOpHT, a CaM BCe MOPLUMT 106. 
«JJa!.. Bpemal.. 

TbI He KOMMYHKCT? » 

«Het!..» 

«A Ce€CTPbI CTaJIM KOMCOMOJIKH, 
Takaa ragocts! IIpocto yyaBucp! 
Buepa HKOHBI BLIOpOCcHIJIH C NONKH, 
Ha WepKBH KOMHCCcap CHAI Kpect. 
Tenlepb u Oory Here NOMOJIMTECA., 
YK A XOXKY YKpas{KOM HBIHUE B JIEC, 
Movirocb OCHHaM... 

Moxert, NpxHrogutca... 
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“Friend, 
Show me, I'll be much obliged, 
Where is Esenins’ place, I mean, Tatyana’s?» 


‘Tatyana’s ... hem... 

That cottage over there. 

Are you 

A relative? 

Her son, perhaps, the stray one?” 


“Yes, I’m her son. 

Old man, why do you stare 
So sadly with an air 

Of consternation?” 


‘‘A fine thing, son, 

You didn’t recognise your grandad... 
‘““Good heavens, Grandad, is it really you?” 
And then a conversation sad and candid 
Began, tears on the wild herbs fell like dew. 
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“T reckon you, my lad, will soon be thirty... 
I’m ninety... 

And won’tlive much longer now. 

It’s long ago you should have been returning,” 
He tells me, deeply furrowing his brow. 
‘““Yes!... How time flies!... 

You’re not a Communist?” 

“Tm not!...” 

“Your sisters joined the Komsomol. 
Disgusting! Rather anything but this! 

They took the icons. yesterday off the wall, 
The commissar tore the cross down from the steeple. 
There’s no place now where folk can go to pray. 
Away into the forest I go stealing 

And pray to aspens..,, 

It may work that way... 
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ITlonyem JOMOK — 

TbI BCe YBHHLUb CaM». 

Vi MbI uyeM, TOMNYAa MeEXKOK KYKOJIbHH. 

A ynbi6atocb MalllHaM H JiecaM, 

A ley, C TOCKOM PIAQUT Ha KOJIOKOJIbHIO. 


«3OpoBo, MaTb! 3y70poBo!» — 

V1 & ONATh TAHY K rya3aM NATOK, 
TyT pa3pbiyjaTbca MOXKeT HM KOpOBa, 
Taga Ha STOT G6eAHbIM YTOJOK. 


Ha cTeHKe KayleHjapHbin JICHHH. 
3yleCb 2KH3Hb CecTep, 

CectTep, a He MOa, — 

Ho Bce X roToB yMacTb A Ha KOJIeEHH, 
YBHeB Bac, 1HOOMMbIe Kpag. 


Tipu coceyu... 

2KeHIU[HHa C pe6eHKOM. 

Y>ke HHKTO MeHA HE y3HaeT. 
TIo-6aipOHOBCKH Hallia cOOayOHKa 
MeuHa BCTpedasia C JIaeM y BOpOT. 


Ax, MHJIbIM Kpah! 

He TOT TbI CTaJl, 

He Tort. 

[a yx M A, KOHeYHO, cTasi He MpexKHHH. 
em MatTb H fey rpycTHer HW 6e3HagexKHeH, 
Tem BeceJieH CeCTpbI CMeeTCA port. 


KoueuHO, MHe H JICHHH He HKOHA, 
A 3Hato MHp... 

JIro6110 MOKO CeMBW... 

Ho oOTyero-TO BCce-TaKH C NOKJIOHOM 
Cakycb Ha JIepeBAHHYIO CKaMbhO. 
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“Let's go — 

At home you'll see things for yourself.” 

And off we go, to the rough footpath keeping. 
I smile at field and forest, well content, 

While grandad wistfully looks at the steeple. 


‘Hello there, Mum! Hello there, everybody!”’ 
And once again I brush away a tear. 

Even a cow would burst out bitterly sobbing, 
Just looking at the poverty that’s here. 


Up on the wall a calendar with Lenin. 
This ts my sisters’ life, 

But net my own— 

Yet all the same [ll gladly go on bended 
Knee to the countryside I love and know. 


Some neighbours called... 

A woman with a baby. 

There's nobody here knows me any more. 
Just as in Byron our old dog came racing 
To greet me with loud barking at the door. 


Dear land, 

You're not like 

What you uscd to be. 

And I myself have, naturally, altered. 

The more distraught they arc, mother and grandad, 
The merrier is my sister’s grin of glee. 


Lenin for me is not, of course, an icon, 

I know the world... 

I love my family... 

Yet sitting down upon the bench beside her 
I bow my head involuntarily. 
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«Hy, ropopu, cectpa!» 

Vi BOT CecTpa pa3BOgut, 

PackppiB, kak BHOJHEO, Ny3aTbin «Kanutal», 
O Mapkce, 

OHrevJibce... 

Hv pu Kakou noroge 

A 3TWX KHHI, KOHEYHO, He YHTAJI. 


Vi MHe CMelHO, 


Kak UWlycTpaa eBYOHKa 
MeHa BO BCeM 3a LUMBOPOT Gepet... 


[lo-6anpOHOBCKH Halla cObayOHKa 
Meua BcTpeuyasia c JlaeM y BOporT. 


Vronv 1924 
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‘Well, what’s your news?’ 

She opens a Bible-hetty 

Volume of Capital and talks instead 
Of Marx, 

And Engels... 

Whose works I have never, 

Of course, in any circumstances read. 


It makes me smile, 


The way that bright girl, taking 
Me by the scruff of my neck, gives me what for... 


Just as in Byron our old dog came racing 
To greet me with loud barking at the door. 


June 1924 
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M3natenb ColaBHbih! B sTOK KHHre 
A HOBbIM 4YBCTBaM Mpesarocn, 
Yuycb NOCTHIHYTb B KaxkKOM MHre 
KOMMYHOM B3jbIOJIEHHYy!O Pycb. 


Ilycka O MHOrOM HeyMes10 
Iientan 6ymare KapaHpall, 
7yiua CnpOCcOHOK Xpumo nena, 
He nouuMads Npa3AHHK Halll. 


Ho Tb! BHACHHeEM NOITa 

IIpouteib He B OyKBax, a B Apyrom, 
UTO B TOM CTpaHe, re BlacTh COBETOB, 
He nulyT CTapbIM A3bIKOM. 


V1, pas6upaa ONbIT CMeJIbIn, 
Mena HaCMelKe HE Mpeyjalllb, — 
JIMub NOTOMYy Tak HeyMeJIO 
Itlentan O6yMare Kapanyall. 


1924 
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Dear publishers, I here surrender 
To feelings new and opportune. 

['m learning how tn verse to render 
Old Russia reared as a commune. 


What matter if in words that talter 

My pencil whispered to the page 

And, half-awake, my heart sang hoarscly, 
Not fathoming our joyous age? 


With the perception of a poet 

You'll read my thoughts, nor find it strange 
That in the land of Soviet power 

The language people write should change. 


My bold endeavour you'll acknowledge 
And not in mockery engage 

Simply because tn words that falter 

My pencil whispered to the page. 


1924 
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Ectb My3bIKa, CTHXH H TaHIbI, 

EctTb JIOXb H JICCTb... 

Ilyckav MeHa OpaHaT 3a «CTaHCbI» — 
B HHX MmpaBjla ecTb. 


A Bue Npa3qHHK, 1pa3q{HHK maa — 
HM snopaxeH. 

Toros 6bIJ1 crHOHyYTb, OOHHMaA 

Bcex eB H >KeH, 


Kyyja nowfelib, KOMY paccKa>xKellb 
Ha 4b€-TO «XHbI», 

UTO B COJIHCYHOK KyNaNIHCh NpsKe 
bayaxaHbli? 


Hy Kak TYT B Cepylie rHMH He BbICeYb, 
He BiacTb Kak B J]pOXKb? 

Tyas, New COpOK TbICAY 

VM nun Tox. 


Cruxu! cruxu! He ovenb sedpte! 
IIpoctren! TIpocren! 

MbI nvJIM 3a 30pOBbe He*Tu 
Hi 3a rocren. 


MH, nepBbIt MOH 60KaJI B3bIMadA, 
OJ,HHM KHBKOM 

A BbIMHI B STOT MNPa3sqHHK Maw 
3a CoBHapKooM. 


BToponw 60Kan, YTOO TaK, He OYEHb 
Bype3HHy Jieyb, 
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FIRST OF MAY 


There is music, poetry and dances, 
Lies, flattery too... 

What if I’m abused for my Stanzas— 
What I wrote ts truc. 


I saw a May Day celebration— 
Now my head whirls. 

I'd gladly break my back embracing 
Those pretty girls. 


Can “whimperers” ever, | wonder, 
Visualise 

Balakhani resplendent under 
Those sunny skics? 


Such scenes bring songs to the heart springing. 
I thrilled to view 

Those 40,000 marching, singing 

And drinking, too. 


My verse! Don’t be too Left or modish! 
Simpler ts best. 

It was the health of oil we toasted 

And of the guests. 


The first toast of the day proposing 
My arm I bent 

To drain the glass, congratulating 
The government. 


The second toast, alert lest drink should 
Trouble provoke, 
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A ropyo BLINK 3a pabounx 
Iloq 4b10-TO peu. 


VY tpetui Mon 60KaJ A BbINHA, 
Kak HeKHK XaH, 

3a TO, UTOO He crvGaJlacb B Xpune 
Cyyb6a KpecTban. 


Tlen, cepgue! TompKo He B ynop TBI, 
YT06 *KH3Hb ry6a... 

Bot noTomMy A MK YeTBEpTbI 
JIuwib 3a ce6a. 


1925 
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I proudly drank to the working-class 
While someone spoke. 


I raised my third glass, feeling slightly 
A potentate, 

To changes that might the peasant’s lot 
Alleviate. 


Drink cdleep, my heart! But not point-blank 
To cause my death... . 

That's why the fourth toast which | drank 
Was to myself. 


1925 
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PYCb COBETCKAA 


A. Caxaposy 


Tor yparan npowen. Hac mayo yueneno, 
Ha nepekJInuke ApyxObI MHOrHX HET. 

A BHOBb BepHyJICA B Kpaw OCHPOTEJIbIN, 
B KOTOpOM He ObIJI BOCeEMB JieT. 


Koro no3BaTb MHe? C Ke€M MHE NOJeHTECA 

TOW fpyCTHOM paOcTbho, YTO A OCTAJICA KKB? 
3yecb Wake MeJIBHHIa — OpeBeHyatasr NTHLAa 

C KpbIJIOM EQUHCTBEHHbIM — CTOHT, Plaza CME>KHB. 


Al HHKOMY 3/[ECb HE 3HaKOM, 

A Te, 4YTO NOMHHJIH, aBHO 3aObIJIH. 

Vi Tam, rye Obi KOra-TO OTUHK OM, 

Tenepb JIexKHT 30J1a a CIOK JOPOXKHOH NBIJIN. 


A >KH3Hb KHMHT. 

Boxpyr MeHsA CHYIOT 

VM crappie u MONOgbIe Juila. 

Ho HeKOMy MHE LWJIAMOKM NOKJIOHHTECA, 
Hn B ubmx ryia3ax He HAXOxKy MpHioT. 


VB royioBpe MOe€H NPOXOAAT pOeM yMbI: 

UtTo ponuna? 

Y>KEJIH 3TO CHbI? 

Benb A MOUTH JIA BCEX 3]}eCb NWJIMTPHM YFprOMbIn 
bor BecTb C KaKOM JasIleKOM CTOPOHBI. 


Vi 9TOo 2! 
A, rpaxkaHHH cesia, 
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SOVIET RUSSIA 


To A. Sakharov 


That hurricane is past. How few of us came through it! 
To friendship’s call so many don’t respond. 

I'm back in the bereaved land | have truly 

For cight years not sect eyes upon. 


Whom can I ask to come and sce me, sharing 
With them the sad joy that I’m still alive? 

Even the mill—a bird of timber bearing 

A single wing—stancls mute with shuttered eye. 


There isn't anybody knows me here. 

By those who knew me then I’m long forgotten. 
Where stood the family home in memory dear 
Today lic dust and ash, the landscape blotting. 


But life is secthing still. 

This way and that 

Pass people young and old 

All in a hurry. 

But there’s no one to whom I'll doff my hat, 
In no cyes do | see a welcoming flurry. 


Thoughts in my brain are swarming and | wonder: 
What is the homeland? 

Can this be a dream? 

To most folk here a dour pilgrim, a wanderer 
Come from God-knows-what distant land | seem. 


And here am |! 
Citizen of a village 
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KotTopoe JIMWIb TEM WH GyfeT 3HAMEHHTO, 
UTo 39ecb KOrga-TO 6a6a ponniia 
PoccHHckoro CKaHfaJIbHOro MHHTA. 


Ho rooc Mbicyinw cepally ropopnt: 
«OnomuHucp! Yem xe ThI OOMKeH? 
Bejlb 3TO TOKO HOBbIN CBET FOpHT 
pyroro nokoJIeHHa y XH>KHH. 


Y Ke TbI CTaJI HEMHOrO OTUBeTAaTh, 
7ipyrne roHOWIH NOFOT ApyrHe NecHH. 
Ouh#, nNoxKasyH, OyvyT HHTepecHen — 
Y>K HE CeJIO, a BCA 3€MJIA HM MaTb». 


Ax, ponuHa! Kakon « cTaal CMeLLIHON. 
Ha UWJeKH Bllasible JETHT CyXOM PyMAHEY. 
A3bIK COrpaxkaH CTasl MHE KaK 4y>KOH, 
B cBoenw CTpaHe A CJIOBHO AHOCTpaHell. 


BoT BHXxy 2: 

BockpecuHble ceJibyaHe 

Y BOJIOCTH, KaK B lEpKOBb, COOpasHch. 
KOpsBbIMH, HEMbITbIMH peyaMH 

OHH CBOtO OOCyKHBalOT “KHCb», 


Y>*« Beyep. 2KHIKON NO3OJOTON 

3akaT OOpbi3ray cepble nova. 

V1 Horn 60cbIe, Kak TEKH NOW BOpOTa, 
YTKHYyJIM NO KaHaBaM TONOJSA. 


XPOMOH KpacHOapMEeel C JIHKOM COHHBbIM, 
B BOCNOMHHaHHAX MOPLHHA J106, 
PaccKa3bIBaeT BaxKHO O byfeHHOM, 

O TOM, KaK KpacHble OTO6usn TIepexon. 


«YK MbI €rO — H 9TAaK H pa3-3TaK, — 
Bypxya 9HTOrO... KOTOporo... B KpbIMy...» 
Vi ksieHbI MOPIWaTCA yLUaMH AJIMHHbIX BETOK, 
Vi 6aGbI OX atOT B HEMyt0 NOJIyTbMy. 
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Whose only claim to fame in future ages 
Will be that here a woman once delivered 
That Russian bard whose conduct was outrageous. 


But reason's voice my troubled heart instructs: 
‘Hey there! What cause have you for indignation? 
What flares there in the cottages is just 

The new light of another generation. 


‘You're not the youth in full bloom that you were. 
Now other young men other songs are singing. 
More interesting, no doubt, because they're children 
Of not the village only but the world.” 


Ah, homeland! What a fool am I! My cheeks 

Are dry and flushed, their hollows are cleep-sunken. 
So strangely fellow-citizens now speak 

I feel a foreigner in my own country. 


This I now sce: 

The peasants on a Sunday 

From all sides congregate, churchgoer-like. 

With phrases that are rough, unwashed, and rugged 
They launch into discussion of their life. 


Already evening. In soft gold stceping 

The pale grey fields, the sun sinks in the west. 
Like heifers’ legs under a yardgate peeping, 
The poplars in the ditch their feet have pressecl. 


A sleepy-faced lame armyman ts talking 
With wrinkles on his forehead deeply drawn, 
Recalling in a solemn tone Budyonny 

And how the Recs took Perekop by storm. 


“So here we struck the bastards ... let ‘em have it— 
That bourgeois scum... In the Crimea there...” 

The long-cared maple branches listen avicily 

And women gasp in the dumb twilight air. 


-- + oe = 
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C ropbl HyeT KPeCTbAHCKHH KOMCOMO]II, 
Vi nog rapMOHHkKy, HaxapvBaad pbxAHO, 
Tlorot arutkv Beyguoro Jlembana, 
BeceJIbIM KPHKOM OFJlaliasx OI. 


Bot Tak cTpaua! 

Kakoro > § pOokKHa 

OpaJI B CTHxax, YTO A C HapOOM ApyxeH? 
Moa 033K 3eCb OOJIbUUe He Hy>KHa, 

la M, NOx*KadlyH, CaM A TOx%Ke 3f[ecb HE Hy>KeH. 


Hy yTo x! 

TIpoctv, pOqHOoK NpHiot. 

Yem cocily KHJI Te6e — HW TEM yx A JOBOJICH. 
Ilyckah MeHaA CeroqHaA He NOWT — 

A Ne Torya, Korya Obi Kpat MOK OOH. 


TI pvemuno Bce. 

Kak e€CTb BCe IIPHHMMatlo. 

TOTOB HATH NO BbIOHTHIM CJIeqaM. 
OrTyjaM BCIO Jylily OKTAOpro H Mab, 
Ho TOJIBKO JIMpbI MHJION HE OT aM. 


A He OTaM €€ B 4y>KHe pyKH, 

Hu martepi, HH gpyry, HH >KeHeE. 

JIMiub TOJIbKO MHE OHA CBOH BBEpAJIa 3BYKH 
V/s mecHH HEXKHBIE JIMLb TOJIBKO Mesa MHE. 


[jpetrute, ronnie! M 370popente Tes10M! 

Y Bac HHad KH3HBb, y Bac Apyron Hares. 
A «A MOW]y OHH K HEBEJOMBIM npejesiam, 
Aywion OyHTyroluleh HaBeKH nNpucmupes, 
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Now-down the hill with an accordion wending 
Come country Komsomols, young girls and boys. 
Bellowing sallies rhymed by Demyan Bedny, 
Filling the valley with their merry noise. 


That's what the land is like! 

Whatever made 

Me bawl in verse how close I am to people? 

My poetry's no more needed, I'm afraid, 

Nor is, you might say, my own presence necded. 


What then! 

Forgive me, native haunts. 

I'm pleased enough if you in any way I’ve aided. 
What tf my songs are sung today no more— 
Was not I heeded when my land was ailing? 


All I accept just so, 

Nothing opposing. 

Pll gladly follow a well-trodden path, 
Devote my whole soul to May and October, 
But from my lyre alone I shall not part. 


To other people I shall not entrust it, 
Friend, mother, wife shall never it possess. 
To me alone did it confide its music, 

To me alone sang songs of tenderness. 


Young people, thrive! Be fit and firm of body! 
A life that’s different, different songs you know. 
While I along my lonely road go plodding, 
Forever having quelled a rebel soul. 
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Ho uw rorga, 

Kora BO BCex MylaHeTe 
IIponyet Bpaxkaa Niemen, 
McuesHeT IOXKb HW PpyCcTb, — 
A Oyny BOCneBaTb 

Bcem CylecTBOM B nogte 
Ilectyto uactTb 3eMJIH 

C Ha3RaHbeM KpaTKHM «PyCb». 


1924 
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But even then 

When feuding 

Lies and sorrow 

No longer hold this world of ours in thrall 
I still shall laud 

With all my poct’s power 

This one-sixth of the world 

Which ‘tRussia™ we call. 


1924 
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+ * + 


ITOH rpycTH Tenepb He paccbinaTh 
3BOHKHM CMeXOM flaJieKHX sieT. 
OtTuBeya moa Oenaa MNa, 
OT3BeHes CONOBBHHbIN paccser. 


Jina MeHaA ObIO BCe TOrfa HOBbIM, 
MHOrPo B cepglie TECHHJIOCh 4YBCTB, 
A Tenepb faxke HE*KHOE CJIOBO 
[OpbKHM NJIOMOM CpbIBaeTCA C yCT. 


HM 3HaKOMbIe B3Opy NpOocTopp! 
Y>k HE Tak NOD JyHORK xOpoun. 
Byepaku... N€HbKH... KOCOrOpbI 
O6neyanHaH pycckyto WHpb. 


He3foposoe, xHy10e, HH3KOe, 
Boga HcTaa, Cepad rab. 

ITO BCe MHE pomHoe H GJIK3KOe, 
OT 4ero Tak JlerKO 3apbifaTb. 


ITloKkKocuBwasaca H36eHKa, 

IInay OBUbI, HX BasiW Ha BeTpy 
MauleT TOLWWHM XBOCTOM JIOWWayeHKa, 
3arnaAfeBLuHCh B HeJIaCKOBbIM Npyd. 


ITO BCe, YTO 30BEM MbI POAHHON, 
ITO BCe, OTYerO Ha Hew 

[IbtoT HW NMayyT B OHO C HENOrogHHon, 
AloxkHgaachb yJIbIOUMBbIX AHEM. 
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lt can't be dispelled, can this sorrow, 
By the laughter of years long withdrawn. 
All gone is my white linden blossom, 
Sung—the song of the nightingale dawn. 


_~ 


Then all things were new to me, feclings 
Were welling up, crowding my heart. 
But now tender phrases even 

from my lips fall bitter and tart. 


Familiar views and expanses 

By moonlight now seem not so fine. 

Ravines ... tree-stumps ... bare slopes have saddened 
These Russian horizons of mine. 


Life that’s sickening, famished and lowly, 
Grey watery wastes meet the eye. 

All this ts familiar and close to me, 
That’s why I so readily cry. 


A tumbledown cottage needs squaring, 
A sheep bleats, a gaunt horse beyond 
Stancls waving a scragyy tail, staring 
At a windswept uncomforting pond. 


All this ts what we call the homelancl, 
Because of all this we meanwhile 

In rainy days cry and drink vodka 
While waiting for heaven to smile. 
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TloTomy HHKOMY He paccbinaTb 
QTY rpyCTb CMeXOM PaHHHXx JIeT. 
OtuBena mos Genasz anna, 
OT3BeHes CONOBbHHbIN pacceser. 


1924 
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That’s why you'll not banish this sorrow 
With the laughter of days long withdrawn. 
All gone is my white linden blossom, 
Sung—the song of the nightingale dawn. 


1924 
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* + * 


OtropopHila poula 30n0Tasx 
Bepe30BbIM, BeCEJIbIM A3bIKOM, 

VW xypaBjin, NeyasbHO Nposertaag, 
Yx HE KaectoT GOJbiue HH O KOM, 


Koro xKanleTb? Befb KaxkjbIN B MHpe CTpaHHHK — 
IIpongzet, 3afgeT WH BHOBb OCTaBHT JOM. 

O BCex ye WAX Ppe3skT KOHOMIAHHK 

C wWIHpOKHM Mecallem Hag rosy6bim NpyAOM. 


CTO! OHH Cpefv PaBHHHBbI rosin, 

A ypaBslen OTHOCHT BETEP B aJib, 

A NONOH AyM O FOHOCTH BECeJION, 

Ho HH4eErO B NpOuweAUIeM MHe He XKaJib, 


He >KaJib MHE JleT, paCTpayeHHbIX HaNpacHo, 
He KaJsib YUH CHPeHeBYIO UBeTb. 

B cafly rOpuT KOCTep pAGHHbI KpacHoOn, 

Ho HHKOrO He MOXET OH COrpeTb. 


He o6ropat pAOuHOBbIe KHCTH, 
OT KeJITH3HbI HE NPONaerT Tpasa, 
Kak epesBo POHAeT THXO JIKCTbA, 
Tak A POHAFO rpyCTHble COBa. 


HV ecw BpeMA, BETPOM Pa3zmeTaa, 
Crpe6et Hx BCe B OAH HEHYXKHbIN KOM... 
CkaXHTE Tak... YTO POL a 30N0TAA 
OTrOBOpH1a MHJIbIM A3bIKOM, 


1924 
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* * * 


The grove of golden trees has fallen silent, 
Shorn of its gay leaves, in mute silhouette, 
And so the cranes in sad file past it flying 
Have no cause any more to feel regret. 


Forwhom, for what? We are all rovers, starting 
Out, coming home awhile, then travelling on. 
The hemp ficld’s dreaming of all who departed 
And there's a full moon gazing at the pond. 


I stand alone, the bare expanses viewing, 
While on the wind the cranes are borne awav. 
Remembrance of my merry youth pursuing, 

I find nothing I would relive today. 


I don't regret the years that I have wastecl, 

I don't regret the lilac time of life. 

A rowan fire is in the orchard blazing 

But none shall from its brightness warmth derive. 


Red rowan-berry clusters cannot scorch you, 
The grasses will not yellow and decline. 

As leaves fall softly from a tree in autumn 
So I let fall these mournful words of mine. 


And if time with its breezy broom should pile them 
Into a heap to burn without regret... 

Just say this ... that the golden grove fell silent, 
Shorn of its leaves, in pensive silhouette. 


1924 
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BAJIIAAA 
O ABAXUATH WECTH 


C 210608010 — 
npexpacno.my cyooacnuxy IT. Axynosy 


Ilow necuHbo, nogt, 
ITon. 

Cuteu He6a TakOn 
Tony6on. 

Mope Toxe pokouet 
ITecHb. 

Mx 6b110 

26. 

26 Ux G6bINO, 

26. 

Mx MOrwyJibI MecKaM 
He 3aHeCTb. 

He 3a0yyeT HHKTO 
Mx pacctpen 

Ha 207-H 

Bepcrte. 

Tam 3a MOpeM ry 1AeT 
TyMaH. 

Buynulb, BCTa H3 MecKa 
layman. 

Hag nycTbiHeH KOCTJIABbIA 
CTYK. 

Bou euye 50 

PyK 

Bpie3aroT, CTHpaa 

II ecHb, 

26 WX G6bIJO, 

26. 


KTO C NpocTpesiom B rpyaH, 
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THE BALLAD 
OF THE TWENTY-SIX 


With love—to G. Yakulov, 
a splendid sculptor 


Poet, your song sing 

Loud and true. 

The calico sky 

Is cloudless blue. 

The waves their roar 

With your song mix. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 

Six-and-twenty were they, 

26. 

The site of their desert grave 
Memory has fixed. 

None will forget 

That these men were shot down 
2()7 versts 

Out of town. 

Mist spreads over 

The coastal strand. 

See Shahumyan there 

Rise from the sand. 

A rattle of bones 

In the desert you hear 

As 50 more dead men’s 

Hands appear, 

Ridding themselves 

Of the mould that sticks. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


Men with their chest 
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KTO B 60kKy, 

Tosopat: 

«Ham nopa B Baky — 
Mb! nocmMotpyoM, 
Tloka ecTb TyMaH, 
Kak XKHBeT 
A3ep6any>KaH». 


Houb, Kak JbIHKO, 
Kamut JIyHy. 

Mope Bs 6eper 
CTpyHT BOJIHy. 

BoT B Taky!0 Ke HOUb 
VM TymMaH 

PaccTpesian Hx 
Otpag aHrnnyaH. 


KOoMMYHH3M — 
3HaMa BCex CBOOON. 
YparaHOM Bckunen 
Hapog. 

Ha umnepu BCTasiu 
B pag 

VM KpecTbaAHHH 

HM nponetapnar. 
Tam, B Poccun, 
JIBOpAHCKHA 6HY 
Bbisl Halll CTporHA oTey 
Mapuy. 

A Ha BocToxe 

Snecb 

Wx 6b110 

26. 


Bce NOMHAT, KOHEYHO, 
Tor, 

18-bIA#, HeCYUaCTHbIA 
lon. 
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Or belly shot through 

Are saying: 

“It’s time we were in Baku. 
While the mist holds 

Let's go there and scan 
What life's like now 

In Azerbaidjan.” 


The night is bowling 

A melon-moon. 

With sea-borne rollers 
The shore ts strewn. 

It was just such a night 
With a light mist when 
They were shot by a squad 
Of Englishmen. 


Communisnys banner 
Meant freedom to gain. 
People seethed with anger 
Like a hurricane. 

They went against the Tsar 
Into the attack— 
Peasants 

Alongside the proletariat. 
There, in Russia, 

As revolution neared, 

It was our stern Lenin 
Whom the gentry feared. 
Here, however, 

In the East it was these 
Twenty-six men, 

The 26. 


Everyone still has 

A memory clear 

Of 1918, 

That ill-starred year. 
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Torga 6ypxya 
Bcex cTpaH’ 

O6ctTpenuBanH 
A3ep60ani>Kau. 


Taxen Obl KomMMyHe 
Yquap. — 

He BbiHec ce Kpati 
VM nag, 

Ho x yTye BCeM 6bII0 
BectTb 

Y CIbIWaTb 

IIpo 26. 


B neckHu, 4TO Kak MJlanJiCHbiA 
Bock, 

CBe3s1H HX 

3a KpacHoBonck. 

Vi kTo ca6nen, 

KTo nyse B 60K, 

Bcex CNOKHJIN Ha *KeJITbIA 
Tlecox. 


26 Hx G6bIJIO, 

26. 

Mx mMorwibl mecKkaM 
He 3aHecTb, 

He 3a6yeT HHKTO 
Mx pacctpen 

Ha 207-on 

Bepcte. 


Tam 3a MOpeM ryJIneT 
Tymau. 

Bugulub, BCTa 43 MecKa 
IifaymaH. 

Hay nyCTbIHeH KOCTIABbIA 
CTyK. 
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Then were the bourgeois 
Of every land 

Strafing with gunfire 
Azerbaidjan. 


They delivered a hard blow 

The Commune to quell. 

It was more than this region could take 
And it fell. 

But no news was harder to bear 

Than this: ; 

The news of the death 

Of the 26. 


Into dunes, like molten wax, 
Scorching hot 

They led them away 
Beyond Krasnovodsk. 

With leaden bullet 

Or sabre blow 

In the yellow sand there 
They laid them low. 


Six-and-twenty were they, 

26. 

The site of their desert grave 
Memory has fixed. 

None will forget 

That these men were shot down 
207 versts 

Out of town. 


Mist spreads over 
The coastal strand. 
See Shahumyan there 
Rise from the sand. 
A rattle of bones 

In the desert you hear 
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Bou eve 50 

Pyk 

Bpie3aroT, cTHpaxv 
II necub. 

26 Ux GbIJIO, 

26. 


Houp Kak 6ygTo cerogH 
baenHeH. 

Hag Baky 

26 TeHeH. 

Tenen 9THX 

26. 

O HHX Hallla 60J1b 

Hi snecnb. 


To He BeTep LIYMHT, 
He TyMau. 
CybiluHlib, Kak FOBOpHT 
LlaymMan: 
«]>xanapH3e, 

Wnb a ocygen, 
TlocmoTpu: 

Y pa6ounx xe6, 
Heqgtb — kak 4epHaa 
Kposb 3em.1H. 
TlapoBo3bi Kpyroo... 
Kopaoain... 

V1 Bo sce Kopa6uint. 

B noe3a 

B6uta Kpacuad Halla 
3Be3na». 


Z>kanapug3e B OTBET: 
«Ja, €CTb. 

ITO OYeHb NPHATHAA 
Bectb. 

3HayHT, Kpenko paOounih 
Kyiacc 
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As 5() more dead men's 

Hands appear, 

Ridding themselves 

Of the mould that sticks. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


Paler tonight 

Appears the sky. 

Over Baku 

26 shades lie. 

The shadow-ghosts there 

Are 26-strong. 

They are the theme of our sorrow 
And song. 


It is not wind or mist 

Speaking here. 

It is Shahumyan 

Whom you can hear: 

‘Am I dreaming, Djaparidze?”’ 
He says. 

‘Look, 

The working people have bread! 
Like black blood out of the earth 
Oil flows. 

There are locomotives... 

And ships in the roads... 

Every ship, 

Locomotive and railway car 
Bears a bright emblem— 

Our red star.”’ 


Djaparidze in reply says: 
‘Yes, you're right. 

This is excellent news 
And a splendid sight. 

It means that the workers 
Letting nothing slip 
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Tlep>kur B WenKHX pyKax 
Kaska3. 


Houb, Kak AbIHKO, 
Katut syHy... 

Mope B Oeper 
CTpynT BOJIHy. 

BOT B Taky!O Ke HOUb 
VM tyMaH 

PaccTpeslall Hac 
Otpag aHranyaH». 


KOMMYHH3M — 
3HaMaA Bcex cBO6Og. 
YparaHoM BcKuneN 
Hapog. 

Ha umnepuio BcTaJin 
B pag 

VW kpecTbAHHH 

Vs nposdetapnar. 
Tam, B Poccun, 
JiBpopskckuh Ony 
BbiJl Halll CTporHh OTeLl 
Mnpuuy. 

A Ha Boctoxe 

3necb 

26 UX Obi, 

26. 


CpBeTHe6ec BCe CHHen 

VM scuHen. 

MonkuHeT rospop 

Jloporux TeHen. 

KTO B BHCOK npOcTpesieH, 
A KTO Brpyfdb. 

K Axu-Kynme 

Mx oOpaTHbin nyTb... 
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Have the Caucasus firmly 
In their grip. 


“The night is bowling 

A melon-moon. 

With sea-borne rollers 
The shore is strewn. 

It was just such a night 
With a light mist when 
We were shot by a squad 
Of Englishmen.” 


Communism’s. banner 
Meant freedom to gain. 
People seethed with anger 
Like a hurricane. 

They went against the Tsar 
Into the attack— 
Peasants 

Alongside the proletariat. 
There, in Russia, 

As revolution neared, 

It was our stern Lenin 
Whom the gentry feared. 
Here, however, 

In the East it was these 
Twenty-six men, 

The 26. 


The sky is bluer 

Than ever before. 

The shades of our dear dead 
Say no more. 

Some in the temple shot, 
Some 1n the chest. 

To Akhch-Kuima 

They turn their steps... 
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Ilon, Most, NecH1H, 
IIon, . 
Cute HeOa Takon 
Tony6on... 

Mope Toxe pokoueT 
Ilecup. 

26 ux Obi, 

26. 


CexnTabpo 1924 
Bbaxy 
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Poet, your song sing 

Loud and true. 

The calico sky 

Is cloudless blue... 

The waves their roar 

With your song mix. 

There were six-and-twenty men, 
26. 


September 1924 
Baku 
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CTAHCHBI 


IIocexwaercn II. Yazeuny 


AO CBOeM TajlaHTe 

MHOTro 3Hab. 

CTuxu — He O4eHb TPYAHbIe esa. 
Ho 6onee Bcero 

JIxo60Bb K POAHOMy Kpato 

Meus Toma, 

Myuviaia 4 «TIA. 


CTUMUIOK MHCHYTS, 

TloxKaylyu, BCAKHH MOET — 

O yeByulKe, O 3Be3]{aXx, O JIYHE... 
Ho MHe yapyroe 4yBCTBO 
Cepye rmoxer, 


ipyrve yMbI 
/[aBAT yYepen MHE. 


Xouy A ObITh NeBIIOM 

‘Ms rpaok]aHHHoM, 

47006 KaxyoMy, 

Kak ropyocTb M mpHMep, 
BsiJI HaCTOALIHM, 

A He CBO]HbIM CbIHOM — 
B BevsInKHX WITaTax CCCP. 


A u3 Mocksp! Hayonro y6exKal: 
C MHJIMIUMeH A WayuTb 

He B CHOpOBKe, 

3a BCAKHH MOM MHMBHOM CKaHiaJi 
OHM MeHA ep>KaJIn 

B TuryJeBKe. 
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STANZAS 


Dedicated to P. Chagin 


I know my talent well. 

That writing poetry 

Is not so difficult, I can attest. 
But, poetry apart, 

The love I bear my country, 
Has tortured me, 

Given my.heart no rest. 


To praise in rhyme 

A girl, the stars or moonlight— 

Why, anyone can do that without strain... 
But it’s a different feeling 

Eats my heart out, 

And different thoughts 

Are pressing on my brain. 


I wish to be a poet-bard 

And citizen, 

A model praised 

By all men near and far, 
Accepted as a real son, 

Not a stepson, 

In these great states of the USSR. 


I ran away from Moscow for a time: 
With the militia 

I don’t get on well. 

For every drunken escapade of mine 
They kept me locked up 

In a prison cell. 
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Baarojapto 3a Apyx6y rpa2KaH CHX, 
Ho oueHb KeCTKO 

CnaTb TaM Ha CKaMeKe 

V1 smbsAHbIM FOJIOCOM 

UntTaTb KaKOH-TO CTHX 

O KneTOUHOK cyqb6e 

HecyacTHouw KaHapenKu. 


51 BaM He KeHap! 

A nost! 

Vis He “eta KaKHM-TO TaM JeMbaAHaM, 
Tlyckanv 6pIBaro MHOra A MbAHbIM, 
3aTo B rma3aX MOHX 

IIpo3peHHh JMBHbIX CBET. 

A BYMDKy Bce 

Vs ACHO NOHMMa\to, 

UTo 9pa HOBax — 

He yHT H310My Bam, 

YtTo uma JleHHHa 

Iilymut, Kak BeTPp, MO kpato, 
jaBaad MbICIIAM XODZ, 

Kak MeJIBHHUHBIM KpbIiiaM. 


Beptutecb, Mwibie! 

[na Bac oGeljaH MpoK. 

A BaM INJICMAHHHK, 

Bb Ke MHe Bce JAH. 
7jaBan, Cepren, 

3a MapkCa THXO CayeM, 
TIlonroxaemM npemMyypocrb 
CKy4HBbIX CTPOK. 


JJHM, Kak py4bh, GeryT 
B TYMaHHYPo peky, 
MesbKaloT ropoga, 

Kak 6ykBbI no Oymare. 
HeyaBuo 6n1 B Mockse, 
A HbIH4¥E BOT B baky. 
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I thank those gentlemen for their kind care, 
But sleeping on a bench 

I do not relish 

Nor in a drunken voice 

Reciting there 

Some lines about a wretched 

Caged canary. 


I’m no cagebird to you! 

A poet am I! 

.And not to be compared with that slob Bedny. 
What if drink sometimes makes my feet unsteady, 
Amazing worlds unfold 

Before my. eyes. 


I see it all 

And clearly understand 
That this new era’s 

Not a passing phase, 
That Lenin’s name 

Stirs like a wind the land, 
Sets thoughts in motion 
Like a windmill’s sails. 


Turn, darlings! 

You shall profit, I suppose. 

I am your nephew, 

You are all my uncles. 

Sergei, open your Marx, 

Sit down and study it, 

Let’s taste the supreme wisdom 
Of dull prose. 


Like streams converging 
Days pass in review. 
Towns flicker past 

As letters do on pages. 
Of late:in Moscow, 
Now I’m in Baku 
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B cTHXxH10 MpOMBICJIOB 
Hac nocBanyaeT Warn. 


«CMOTpH, — OH rOBOpHT, — 

He s1yuliie 1M WepKBen 

BoT 3TH BbILUIKH 

UepHbix He*Tb-POHTAaHos. 

JJOBONBHO C HaC MHCTHYECKHX TYMAaHOB, 
Bocnon, most, 

UTOo Kperye HW KHBen». 


Hedtp Ha Boge, 

Kak oyeano mepca, 

V1 Beyep no Heby 
PaccbillaJI 3Be3HbIN KYJIb. 
Ho & roToB NOKJIACThCA 
UNCTbIM Cepaliem, 

To dbouapu 

IIpekpacHen 3Be39 B Baky. 


A NONOH AyM O06 HHAYcTPHHHOK MOLIH, 
A CIbIWTy FOJIOC YENOBEYbHX CHI. 
J{OBOJIbHO C Hac 

HeGecupix Bcex cBeTHJI — 

Ham Ha 3emMJie 

YcCTpOuTb ITO Npowle. 


VY ‘camoro ce6a 

IIo mee raya, 

A roBopr: 

«HactTai Halll CpoK, 

7lapan, Cepren, 

3a MapkKca THXo cajeM, 

4706 pasrayaTp 

IIpemypocTb CKYYHbIX CTPOK». 
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Where Chagin tells me 
How wells are sunk by stages. 


‘Are not these derricks 

From which black oil spouts 

Much finer than the churches 

You’re admiring?”’ 

He asks. “Of mysticism folk are tiring. 
Here’s something live and real 

To write about.” 


Oil like a Persian rug 

Lay on the water, 

Dusk scattered a sack of stars 
Across the sky. 

I’m willing to bet 

Baku’s illuminations 

Are fairer now 

Than all the stars on high. 


With thoughts of industry my brain is busy, 

The voice of human strength rings loud and clear. 
Of bright stars in the sky 

None wish to hear. 

To make our own light here on earth 

Is easier. 


So here I go, 

I pat my own head lovingly 

And say: 

‘The time has now come, I suppose. 
Sergei, open your Marx, 

Sit down and study it, 

To grasp 

The supreme wisdom of dull prose.” 


1924 
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IIMCbMO K KEHIIHHE 


BbI NOMHHTe, 

Bb Bce, KOHe€4HO, NOMHHTE, 

Kak 4 CTOAI, 

T]pu6nH3HBUMch K CTeHe, 
B3BOJIHOBaHHO XOJJWIM BbI 10 KOMHaTe 
Vis uTO-TO pe3koe 

B M0 OpocasH MHe. 


BbI roBOpH JH: 

Ham mopa paccTaTsca, 

Oto Bac u3Myynia 

MOd lWlaJibHasw 2KM3Hb, 

UTo BaM Nlopa 3a eNO NPHHHMAaThCA, 
A MOH yyesI — 

KaTHTE5CA fasibule, BHH3. 


JIro6umMaa! 

Meud BBI He J1100HIIH. 

He 3HaJIM BbI, UTO B COHMHL€ JIFOCKOM 
A Obi, KaK JIOWaj{b, 3aTHaHHAaA B MbIJe, 
II pHuinopeHHad CMEJIbIM €3]0KOM. 


He 3HaJIM BbI, 

OTo AB CIJIOWIHOM bIMy, 

B pa3BopoyueHHoM 6ypen OpiTe 

C Toro H My4yaioch, JTO He NOHMy — 
Kyjja HeECeT Hac poK COOBITHH. 


JIMW{OM K JIKWy 

JIuuja He yBuyaT. 

Bosbwi0e BUAATCA Ha paccTOAHbe, 
Korya KHMHT MOpckad riaj{b, 
Kopa6unb B 11a4eBHOM COCTOAHEE, 
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LETTER TO A WOMAN 


You remember, 

Of course, you remember 

How I stood 

With my back to the wall 

While you paced the room in a temper 
And many a sharp word 

Let fall. 


You said: 

It was high time we parted, 

My mad life 

Was torturing you. 

You’d work to do and had tostart on it, 
While I’d slide on down 

To my doom. 


Beloved! 

You did not love me, 

Didn’t know: in the milling crowd 

I was like a horse driven to fury 

By spurs, and foaming at the mouth. 


You didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life swiftly spreading 
What tortured me was I did not know 
Where our ship of fate was heading... 


Face to face 

You can’t see the features. 

You need distance to see what is great. 
When the ocean surface is seething 
The ship’s in a pitiful state. 
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3emsia — KopaOsp! 

Ho kTo-To Byapyr 

3a HOBOM 2KH3HbIO, HOBOM CaBOn 
B npsmyto ryuly 6ypb H BbIor 

Ee HanpaBui BennuaBo. 


Hy KTo X M3 Hac Ha Nany6e OonbWIOn 
He najjan, He OneBan M He pyrajca? 
Mx Majsio, C OMbITHOHM JyWION, 

KTO KpenkHM B KaUKe OCTaBaJIca. 


Torya uA 

Tloy QHKHM Lym, 

Ho 3peno 3Hartoumn paborty, 
Cnycrusica B KOpa6eJbHbIK TPIOM, 
YroO He cMoTpeTb JIOACKY10 pBOTY. 
TOT Tp¥oM 65171 — 

PycckuM Ka6akoM. 

Vs & CKNOHWJICA Hay] CTakKaHOM, 
4706, He Crpayjaa HH O KOM, 

Ce6a cry6uTb 

B yrape NbAHOM. 


JIro6umaa! 

A My4WI Bac, 

Y Bac 6bina TOCKa 

B ryia3ax yCTaJIbix: 

OTo 4 mpey BaMH HanoKa3 

Ce6a pacTpauMBalsl B CKaHasiax, 


Ho BbI He 3HaJIN, 

UTO B CIJIOWWIHOM J{bIMy, 

B pa3BopoyeHHoM Oypen 6piTe 
C Toro 4 Myyaloch, 

UTo He nomMy, 

Kyya HeceT Hac pok coObiTHn... 
Tenepb rojja MpOwJin. 

51 B BO3pacTe HHOM. 
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The earth is a ship! 

But suddenly someone 

Determined new horizons should be won, 
Headed straight for the raging hurricane, 
Steered the ship unswervingly on. 


And was there a man among us on deck 

Who did not stumble, start swearing and puke? 
Few were the men of experience 

Who stood their ground when all heaven shook. 


Then did I too 

In the terrible din, 

Though knowing well what I was doing, 
Go down into the hold of the ship 

Not to witness the passengers spewing. 


The ship’s hold was 

A Russian tavern 

And over a glass I bent low 

So, by the sight of woe not saddened, 
I could go to the dogs 

In a drunken glow. 


Beloved! 

I caused you heartache and pain, 
Weary-eyed 

‘On my antics you gazed, 

Seeing me time and time and again 
Wasting my talent on wild escapades. 


But you didn’t know: 

In the thick smoke, 

In the turmoil of life that was spreading 
What tortured me was 

I did not know 

Where our ship of fate was heading... 
Many years have passed. 

I’m a different age. 
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Vis uyBcTBy!o H MBICJIFO NO-HHOMY. 
Vs roBop?o 3a Npa3fHHYHbIM BHHOM: 
XBaJla 4 CylaBa pyieBomy! 


CeroqHa A 

B ymape He2xKHbIX 4UYBCTB, 

A BCNOMHWI Bally rpycTHy!O ycTaJIOCTb. 
V1 BOT Tenepb 

A CoOO6UIMTh BaM MUYCb, 

Kakos & 6b1J1 

Vs 4To CO MHO}W cTanocb! 


JIro6uma2! 

Cka3aTb NIPHATHO MHE: 

XH u36e.Kasl MayleHbA c KpyyuH. 
Tenepb B CoBeTCKOM CTOpOHe 
A CaMbI APOCTHbIN NONYTUMK. 


A cTan He TeM, 

Kem 6b1y1 Tora. 

He myuna Ob! 4 Bac, 

Kak 9TO 6bIN10 paHbllle. 

3a 3HaMA BOJbHOCTH 

Vs cBetuoro Tpyya 

ToTos HITH XOTb 0 JIaMaHllla. 


IIpoctute MHe... 

A 3Hato: BbI He Ta — 

2KHBETE BbI 

C Cepbe3HbIM, YMHbIM MY2KEM; 
To He. HY>KHa BaM Hallla MaeTa, 
Vi cam 4 BaM 

Hu KallevibKw He HYKEH. 


2KHBHTEe TaK, 
Kak Bac BejeT 3Be3;,a, 
Ilog Kyuwjew O6HOBeCHHON CeHH. 
C NpHBeTcTBHeM, 
Bac noMHALIHH BCerga 
3HaKOMBIN Balll 
Cepren EceuHuu. 
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In a different way I’m thinking, feeling. 
When toasts are poured I rise and say: 
“Praise be to the man who’s steering!” 


Today by tender feelings impelled 
Your grieving weariness I remembered 
And now 

I’m hastening to tell you 

What I was then 

And am at present! 


Beloved! 

I’ve glad news of success: 

I’ve not slipped down that slope so hazardous. 
Now in the land of the Soviets 

I am the keenest fellow-traveller. 


I’m not the same chap 

I was then. 

You'll have no cause, as before, 

To cavil. 

I'd gladly bear the freedom flag 

Of labour right to the English Channel. 


Forgive me... 

You too have changed, I know— 
You have a husband 

Who’s serious, clever; 

You don’t need our old imbroglio 
And you're better off 

Without me altogether. 


Live 
As your own star has decreed, 
To new destinations your way wending. 
Greetings 
From one who shall ever esteem 
Your memory, 
Sergei Esenin. 
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NEPCHICKHE MOTHBBI 


+ + 


Yulernacb Mod ObIIaA paHa — 
TI,aAHbIK Open He rN0O.%*KeT cepyue MHE. 
CHHHMH yBeTaMH Terepana 

A yeuvy HX HbIHYe B YahxanHe, 


Cam 4anxaHU|MK C KpyrJibIMH IleyaMu. 
YrTo6p! cyaBusach Mpes| PyCCKMM Yafxana, 
YTroulaeT MCHA KpacHbIM 4aemM 

BMEeCTO KpenkOM# BOJKH HM BHHa. 


Yrowujan, XO3AHH, ja He OUCH. 
MHOTLo poO3 I[BeTeT B TBOEM Cally. 
He3ayjapoM MHE MHTHYJIN OY, 
II pHOTKHHyB 4epHyro yarpy. 


Mbp! B Poccuu yeBylWieK BECeHHHX 
Ha Wenn He Jep>KuM, Kak coOak, 
Tlouenyam yuumcs 6e3 fexer, 

be3 KMHKaJIbHbIX XATPOCTEH H JIpak. 


Hy, a 9TOM 3a JBHOKeHbA CTaHa, 
OTo JIMUOM MOxoO>Ka Ha 3aph, 
Tloygapto 4 Wanb 43 Xopoccana 
VY kosep wiupa3cKnMn nNoyapp. 


HaymBai, XO3AHH, Kpemye yao, 
A TeOe BOBEKH HE Cory. 

3a ce6a A HbIHYe OTBEYAaLO, 

3a Te6A OTBETHTb HE MOTY. 
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PERSIAN THEMES 


+ * + 


On my heart’s blood drink is no more feeding, 
Those old fears of mine I now can calm. 

To a teahouse I have come to heal them 

With the dark-blue flowers of Teheran. 


Serving me himself, the tubby owner, 
Keen before his Russian guest to shine, 
Sets upon the table dainty bowls of 
Tea and not strong vodka or red wine. 


Pour away, but do not overdo it. 

Many roses you grow here, I see. 

It so chanced a pair of dark eyes, drawing 
Back a black veil, bent their gaze on me. 


We in Russia don’t keep blushing maidens 
Fastened up, like dogs upon a chain. 

When we learn to kiss we don’t go paying 
Money, baring knives—no blows we rain. 


And to her whose movements are so thnilling 
And whose face Is radiant as the dawn, 

I shall offer gifts—a splendid kilim 

From Shiraz, from Horossan—a shawl. 


Pour me tea, kind host, but make it stronger. 
I shall not deceive you, I speak true. 

For myself I’m now fully responsible 

But can’t be responsible for you. 
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V1 Ha Beph Tb! B3rJIAbIBan HE OYCHb, 
Bce paBHO KaJIMTKa €CTb B Cajly... 
He3aqapoM MHe MHTHyJIH ON, 

I] pHoTKHHyB YepHyro uapy. 
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Don’t check on my comings and my goings. 
There’s a backyard gate, in any case... 

It so chanced a pair of dark eyes, drawing 
Back a black veil, bent on me their gaze. 


1924 
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A Clpocuy CeroqHA y MeHAJIBI, 

YTOo JaeT 3a NOJITyMana NO py61, 

Kak CKa3aTb MHE JIA WpeKpacHon JIanyy 
Tlo-nepcuaCKH HexkHOe «1106I110»? 


A cripOcusI CeroqHA y MCHAIDI 

Jlerue BeTpa, THiUe BaHcKHx cIpyh, 

Kak Ha3BaTb MHE J\JIA MIpeKpacHoHu Jl asp 
CJIOBO JIacKOBOe «NOWeryA»? 


Vi eye cnpocua «A y MeHAJIBI, 

B cepylje po6octTp rny6xe nputag, 

Kak CKa3aTb MHe JIA NpeKpacHon JIannt, 
Kak CKa3aTb ef, YTO OHA «MOA»? 


Vs oTBeTHJI MHE MeHAIa KpaTKO;: 

O 7106BH B CyIOBax He rOBOpAT, 

O m106BH B3QbIXatoT JIMIUb yKpayqKon, 
[Ja raza, KaK AXOHTHI, rOpsAr. 


TlouenyH Ha3BaHbsA He MMeEeT, 
Tloujesy He Haqnucn Ha rpobax. 
KpacHOH po30H MollesyH BerIoT, 
JlemecTKaMHu Tad Ha ry6ax. 


OT 71106BH He TpeGyroT NOpyKH, 

C He10 3HaI0T pajocth H Oeny, 

«TbI — MOA» CKa3aTb JIMIUb MOTyT pyKH, 
To cpbiBasn YepHyto apy. 
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* + * 


Today I asked the man who changes 
Tumans for rubles, one for two, 
How should I say to the fair Lala 

In Persian softly: “I love you”’. 


Today I asked the money-changer, 
In tones as soft as Lake Van’s bliss, 
How should I make to the fair Lala 
Sweet references to “‘kiss’’. 


I further asked the money-changer, 
Trying my shyness to confine, 

How should I say to the fair Lala 
The simple phrase that she is “‘mine”’. 


And he replied to me thus bnefly: 
Love can’t be told in any phrase, 
For love one can but sigh in secret, 
While loving eyes, like rubies, blaze. 


A kiss has no name you can utter, 
On tombs you don’t inscribe a kiss. 
Like roses red do kisses flutter, 
Their petals melting on the lips. 


From love no pledge can be demanded, 
Both joy and woe come in its trail. 
That “‘you are mine” can whisper only 
Hands that have tom away the veil. 


1924 


214 


+ + > 


Iaranus Tp Mog, Marans! 
Iloromy, uTo 4 Cc ceBepa, 4TO JH, 
A rOTOB paccKa3aTb Te6e Nose, 
I] pO BOMHKCTY!0 pOXb MpH JlyHe. 
Iaranus Te Moa, Marans. 


Iloromy, 4uTO # C CeBepa, 4TO JIH, 
YTo nyHa TaM OrpOMHeH B CTO pa3, 
Kak 6b! HH 6bIJI KpacuB [I upa3, 
OH He JIy4le pA3aHCKHX pa3OIHH. 
Tloromy, uTo «4 Cc ceBepa, 4TO JIM. 


A rOTOB paccKa3aTb Te6e Nose, 
ITH BOJIOCHI B3A AY pH, 

Ecsiu xoyeulb, Ha Nayell BAKA — 
A HHCKOJIbKO He YYBCTBy!O OOM. 
A TOTOB paccka3aTb Te6e Nose. 


I] pO BOJIHHCTy¥0 POXb NpH JyHe 
Ilo KyQpaM ThI MOMM forayanca. 
Jloporaa, WyTH, ynb16anca, 

He 6yq TONbKO MaMATb BO MHe 
T[pO BOAHHCTY!0 pOXs MIpH JyHe. 


UJarany9 Thi Mos, IJarans! 
Tam, Ha CeBepe, JIeBylIKa TOxe, 
Ha Te6a Ona CTpalliHO NOxoxa, 
Moxet, ,yMaeT 060 MHE... 
[araus9 Tb! Mod, IaraHs. 
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Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me, 
And to talk of our fields never tires me, 
Of the rye where the moon shadows play. 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 


It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me. 
Can your moon with our huge moon compare? 
Be Shiraz city ever so fair, 

It’s Ryazan’s rolling plains that delight me, 
It’s the North, I suppose, that inspires me. 


And to talk of our fields never tires me, 
And I took my fair locks from the rye. 
Take a lock round your finger to tie— 
No ruffling will pain or surprise me, 
And to talk of our fields never tires me. 


Of the rye where the moon shadows play 
In my curls you will find a suggestion. 

O my darling, keep smiling and jesting, 
Only never remind me, I pray, 

Of the rye where the moon shadows play. 


Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh! 

In the North is a girl who is waiting 
And your likeness to her is amazing, 
And it may be she murmurs my name... 
Shaganeh, my divine Shaganeh. 
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Thi cKa3aya, uTO Caayu 
[[enoBall IMIUb TONbKO B Ipy][b. 
Tloqu2%« MH Tel, 6ora pan, 
O6yuycb Korna-Hu6ypb! 


Tb mponena: «3a Eqdbpatom 
Po3bi JIYYLWIe CMEPTHBIX JIeB », 
Ecum 6b1 ObI A GOraThiM, 

To Apyroxv CIOKMI Hanes, 


A 0 nope3as po3bl 3TH, 
Beh ofHa OTpaya MHe — 
UTOOBI He G6bIJIO Ha CBeTe 
Jlyame Musonw Ularang. 


V1 He My4b MEHX 3aBeTOM, 
Y MeHA 3aBeTOB HET, 
Kolb pogHiica 1 NOSTOM, 
To Wesyrocb, Kak NO9T; 
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You, dear, said Saadi the poet 
Would kiss only on the breast. 

This Pll somehow learn, I promise, . 
So your patience I request. 


‘“Roses grow beyond the Euphrates 
Préttier than girls,” you sang. 

I’d not let you sing such phrases 
If I were a wealthy man. 


I would cut down all those rose trees. 
My sole pleasure is to pray 

That in all the wide world none be 
Fairer than sweet Shaganeh. 


Don’t advise me, I don’t care for 
Precepts whether old or new. 

I was bom a poet, therefore 

I shall kiss as poets do. 


December 19, 1924 
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Hukorya «4 He ObIN Ha bocdope, 
TbI MCHA HE ClipalliHBal O HeM. 
AB TBOHX ryla3ax yBHesI MOpe, 
Tlonbixarousee rosy6bIM OrHeM. 


He xoyuy B Bargay «A c KapaBaHoM, 
He Boswil A WeK TyJja HW XHy. 
HakJIOHHCb CBOHM KpaCHBBbIM CTaHOM, 
Ha KoleHax an MHe OTZOXHYTB. 


VM0M CHOBa, CKOJIbKO HH IIpOcn 4, 
Jina Te6A HaBeKH JleJla HET, 

OYTO B JayieKOM HMeHH — Poccnusa — 
41 M3BECTHbIM, IPH3HaHHBIM MOST. 


Y MECHA B ylile 3BEHHT TaJIbAHKA, 
IIpu syHe coOaunn CyIbILY Jal. 
Pa3Be TbI He XOYELIb, NEPCHAHKA, 
YBupaTb JayieKMM CHHHMK Kpan? 


A croa nmpHexasi He OT CKYKH — 
TbI M€HA, HE3PHMad, 3Basa. 

Vs MeHa TBOH e65>KbH pyKH 
O6BHBaJIN, COBHO [Ba KpbIJ1a. 


4 aBHO MULy B CybG6e NOKOS, 

Vs xOTb MpOuwyiOw 2KH3HH He KJIAHY, 
PaccKaxKH MHe 4TO-HH6yib TaKoe 
IIpo TBoro Becesly10 CTpaHy. | 


3arsIlyliv B Aye TOCKy TaJIbAHKH, 
Hanon bIxaHbeM CBexKHx Yap, 
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Never have I set eyes on the Bosphorus. 
So please do not ask me what it’s like. 

I have seen the fair sea in your glances 
With a shimmering blue flame alight. 


To Baghdad I have not led a caravan, 
I’ve not taken silk or henna there. 

Bend your pretty figure, let me settle 
By your knees, relaxed and free of care. 


Or again, no matter how I urge you, 
Do you stil], my dear, not give a hoot 
That in the far distant land of Russia 
I’m well known, a poet of repute? 


In my heart I hear a concertina 

And the dogs in moonlight bark and whine. 
Have you no desire, my Persian beauty, 

To set eyes on that blue land of mine? 


I did not come here just out of boredom— 
You, invisible one, bade me come. 

It was your two swanlike arms enfolded 
Me like wings, to them did I succumb. 


I have long sought such a quiet haven 
And, though I don’t curse my former life, 
Tell me all about your happy country, 
Tell me, tell me anything you like. 


Make my heart ache less for concertinas, 
Sate me with the breath of fresher charms, 
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YTo06b! A O WaJIbHeH CeBepAHKe 
He B3ybixaJl, He JyMaJl, He cKyYaJi. 


Vi xora «4 He ObIN Ha Boccsope — 

A TeOe NpuyyMaro O HeM. 

Bce paBHo — rjla3a TBOH, KaK MOpe, 
Tony6bIM KOJIbIMUyTCA OFHeM. 


21 dexabpsa 1924 
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So I sigh not for that other beauty, 
Think of her and wish her in my arms. 


Though I’ve never set eyes on the Bosphorus, 
I’1] invent and tell you what it’s like. 

All the same the sea Is in your glances 

With a shimmering blue flame alight. 


December 21, 1924 
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CxeT BeYepHHM LacpaHHoOro Kpa4, 
THXO pO3bl 6eryT MO NOAM. 

Cnov MHe NecHo, MOA WOporas, 
Ty, KOTOpyro nen Xam. 

THxO po3bli GeryT MO NOAM. 


JIyHHbIM cBeTOM [iTupa3 ocHAHeH, 
Kpy2XKHT 3Be3], MOTBIJIBKOBbIM pon. 
MHe He HpaBHTCca, UTO NepcHAHE 

Tlep>kaT *KeHLHH HX eB Nog yanpon. 
JIyHHbIM cBeTOM [IIupa3 OcHAHeH. 


Wb OHH OT Tella 3aCTbIJIN, 
3aKpbIBadw TeJIeCHy!O Mefb? 

Minn, uTo6b! nx 6onbue T1OOMIH, 
He 2kearoT JIMWIOM 3aropeTh, 
3akpbiBad TeJIeCHY!O Mey[b? 


loporas, c Ya pon He ApyX*Hc, 
S3ay4H 3Ty 3amoBefb BKparile, 
Bejib HW TaK KOpOTKa Halla »KH3Hb, 
MajJio cuacTbeM JaHo J11060BaTbCA. 
3ay4H ITy 3aNmoBeyb BKpartife. 


7Jaxxe Bce HeKpacHBoe B poKe 
OceHseT CBOA Oslaroqath. 

TIloromy H npekpacuble WjeKu 
Tlepeq] MHpOM rpelliHO 3aKpbIBaTp, 
Koudip Wasia HX MpHpojsja-MaTb. 


Tuxo po3sbl 6eryT NO NOAM. 
Cepauly CHUTCA cTpaHa ypyraa. 
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In a saffron land of an evening 

The roses through fields softly run. 

A song by Khayyam, darling, sing me, 
Sing me his favourite one. 

The roses through fields softly run. 


Shiraz is in moonlight swimming. 

Like a moth swarm, bright stars throng the sky. 
That Persian men make their women 

Wear veils is a thing I dislike. 

Shiraz is in moonlight swimming. 


Do they find the heat not so searing, 
Concealing their body’s bronze? 

Or, so they be loved more dearly, 
Do they wish the sun’s rays to shun, 
Concealing their body’s bronze? 


The veil, darling, do not befriend! 

A lesson to learn well and cherish, 
For life soon must come to an end. 
Little joy are we given to relish, 

A lesson to learn well and cherish. 


There’s a virtue illuminates even 

All ugly things we observe 

And it is a sin for that reason 

To hide from the world pretty features 
Which kind mother nature conferred. 


The roses through fields softly run. 
I dream of a country that’s far away. 
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51 clloro Te6e caM, FOporaa, 
To, 4TO cpoyly He neJI Xam... 
THXO po3bI 6eryT 10 MOJIAM. 


1924 
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I’ll sing you a finer song, darling, 
Than was by Khayyam ever sung... 
The roses through fields softly run. 
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Bos3yyx NpospayHbii MW CHHMH, 
Bplay B UBeTOUHbIe yalH. 
TIyTHHK, B Jla3ypb yXo,{ALLHH, 
Tbi He JOMJeWb FO NyCTbIHH. 
Bos3yyx Mpo3spayHbiii WM CHHMG. 


JlyromM nponpellb, Kak cayjoM, 
CayloM — B I[BeTeHbe JHKOM, 
Thi He yYep2KHWIbCA B3PJIAOM, 
4706 He Mpumactp K rBO3qNKaM. 
JIyromM Nporpellb, Kak CayoM. 


Ilenot 11M, WOpox wb WeNecT — 
He>kKHOCTb, Kak NecHu Caan. 
BMur OTpa3HTCA BO B3riaye 
MecdAlla *esITadA Mpedecth, 
He>kHOcTb, Kak necHu Caagn. 


Tonoc pa3qactca nepu, 

Tuxui, Kak cbJienta Daccana. 

B KpenkKux OOBATHAX CTaHa 
Hert HH TpeBor, HH NoTeph, 
ToubKO JMWb PAentTa Paccana, 


Bor On, yeu *KeylaHHbii 
Bcex, KTO B MYTH ycTaJin. 
Betep OnaroyXaHHbIn 
IIbro A CyYXHMH yCTaMH, 
Betep OnaroyXaHHbIii. 
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Transparent and blue is the air. 

I'll go where the flowers are fair. 
You, traveller, wandering there 
Shall not find the hot desert’s glare. 
Transparent and blue is the air. 


Resplendent as orchards—these fields. 
With blooms in profusion they’re filled. 
You cannot resist the appeal 

Of roses to your gaze revealed. 
Resplendent as orchards—these fields. 


A rustle, a whisper, a stir— 

Just like Saadi’s tender verse. 
Entrancingly glimpsed in a glance 
Is moon-yellow elegance. 

Just like Saadi’s tender verse. 


Péris their sweet voices raise 
Like the soft flute Hasan plays. 
In the firm body’s embrace 
Worry, regret have no place, 
Only the flute Hasan plays. 


Here is the fortune desired 

By those from travelling tired. 
Air full of heady perfume 
With a dry mouth I respire, 
Alr full of heady perfume. 


1925 
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3ONOTO XONOMHOE JIYHbI, 
3anax OJleaHypa HM JIeBKOR. 
XOpPOWO 6poyNTh cpequ NOKOA 
Tony6ou  JIacKOBOM CTpaHBl. 


Janeko-yajieye Tam baryay, 

[ye xuJa XH Neda [axpa3ana. 
Ho tTenepb ef HHYeEroO He Hajo. 
OT3BeHEeJ 1aBHO 3BEHEBLUME Cal. 


IIpu3paku ayeKHe 3eMJIM 

Tlopocam KnaqOuuyeHcKON TpaRor. 
TbI Ke, NYTHHK, MeEpTBbIM HE BHEMIIN, 
He cCKJOHANCA K NMJIMTaM FOIOBOKO. 


OrsIAHWCbh, KaK XOPOLWUIO KpyroM: 

T'y6bI K pO3aM Tak H TAHET, TAHET. 
TIOMHpHCcb JIMIUb B Cepylje CO BparoM — 
VY ste6a OslaxkeHCTBOM OladpaHHt. 


XKUTb — TaK XKUHTb, JIOOHTh — TaK YX BJIFOONATECA., 
B JIYHHOM 30/10Te WeJIyHCa HW ryan, 

EcJm Xk XOYeLIb MEPTBbIM MOKIOHATECA, 

TO 2KHMBbIX TEM CHOM He OTpaBJIAH. 


Ito neja qaxe Mlaxpa3aya, — 

Tak BTOPH4HO CKaxeT JIMCTbEB ME/Ib. 
Tex, KOTOpbIM HHyePro He Hajo, 
ToJIbKO MOXHO B MHpe MOxKasleTh. 
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Moonlight with the chilliness of gold, 

Scent of rosebay and of gillyflowers. 
Through this kind blue country in such hours 
Of tranquillity I like to stroll. 


Baghdad lies there faraway somewhere. 
There Sheherazade told her stories. 

She needs nothing now because the chorus 
Of the orchard no more fills the air. 


Distant visions of the earth have fled, 
Overgrown with cemetery grasses. 

Traveller, pay no heed to the dead, 

To the graves don’t bow your lead in passing. 


Look about you, see how fine life is, 

How your lips are drawn to kiss the roses. 
If you make peace with your enemies, 
Such felicity each day discloses! 


Live life to the full, in love—love deeply, 
Kiss by moonlight, laugh, let yourself go. 
If you must recall the dead with weeping, 
Do not vex the living with your woe. 


Sheherazade’s songs had the same purport, 
Autumn’s copper leaves its truth reveal. 

As for those who say they’ve need of nothing, 
Only pity for them can one feel. 


1925 
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B Xopoccane ecTb TakHe JIBepH, 
Tye o6cbiInaH po3aMuH nopor. 
TaM XKHBCT 3a), YMYUMBad NepH. 

B XopoccanHe ecTb Take [BepH, 
Ho OTKpbITb Te ABepH X He MOT. 


Y MeHA B pyKaX JOBOJIbHO CHIBI, 
B BoylocaxX €CTb 30JIOTO H ME]Ib. 
Touoc nepy HexKHbIN HW KpacHBbIin. 
Y MeHA B pyKax JOBOJIbHO CHIBI, 
Ho yBeperi He CMor & OTMEpeTh. 


Hu K YemMy B J1106BH Moex OTBara. 

V1 3a4em? Komy MuHe mecHH neTh? — 
Ec cTana HepeBHuson Lara, 
Koub (Bepex He CMOr A&A OTTIEpeTh, 
Hu K ¥emy B J1HOOBH Moe OTBara. 


Mue nopa O6partHo exatTb B Pycs, 
Tlepcusa! Te6s 2m nokugaro? 
HasBcerja Jib C TO6OKO paccTalocb 
M3 1100BH K POAHMOMY MHe Kpato? 
Mue nopa o6parTHo exaTsb B Pycs. 


J{o CByyaHbA, ep, JO CBHAaHbA, 
Ilyctb He cmMor &# ABepH OTMepeTh, 
TbI Jana KpacHBoe cTpayjaHbe, 
TIpo Te6a Ha poyjuHe MHe ners. 
To cByyjaHb4s, nepH, JO CBHaHbaA. 


Maprt 1925 
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Horossan has one such door, they tell me, 
On the threshold roses line the floor 
And a pensive péri there is dwelling. 
Horossan has one such door, they tell me, 
But it did not yield to me, that door. 


In my hands and arms I’ve strength in plenty, 
There is gold and copper in my hair. 

Pretty is the péri’s voice—and gentle, 

In my hands and arms I’ve strength in plenty 
But that door I could not open there. 


It’s no use to me in love—my hardihood. 
Why persist? Who am I singing for? 

If cool Shaganeh cared not a farthing 
That I could not open wide her door, 

It’s no use to me in love—my hardihood. 


Back to Russia I must go—t’s time. 

Am I really parting from you, Persia? 

Am I evermore your land deserting 

For the love I bear the land that nursed me? 
Back to Russia I must go—it’s time. 


Farewell, darling péri, don’t forget me. 
What if that door did not yield to me? 

You taught me to suffer and be patient, 
I shall sing your praises in my country. 
Farewell, darling péri, don’t forget me. 


March 1925 


232 


* af % 


Tony6aa poyquHa Pupyycn, 

TbI He MO>KELIb, N@MATHIO MPOCTBIB, 
Ilo3a6biTb O JIaCKOBOM ypyce 

V1 rya3ax, 3a, yMYMBO IIpocTprx, 
Tony6aa powuua Puppycu. 


Xopouia Thi, [lepcusa, a 3Haw, 
Po3bI, KaK CBETHJIBHHKH, TOpAT 
Vif onsaTb MHe O AayieKOM Kpae 
CBe>xKeCTbIO ynpyrou rOBOpAT. 
Xopouwia Th, [lepcus, a 3Harw. 


A cerogHA bio B NOCIeEHHK pa3 
ApoOmaTBI, 4TO XMCJIbHBI, KaK Opara. 
VY Tsou ronoc, goporas Iara, 

B 9TOT TPyAHbIK paccTaBaHbsA 4ac 
Cyrywiaro B NOcyIeqHMH pa3. 


Ho Te6s « pa3Be no3ab6yxzy? 

VB MOek CKHTasIbueCKON Cyyb6e 
ByIH3KOMy H JasIbHeMy MHe JOY 
Byjly TOBOpuTb A O TeG6e — 

Vs Te6sa HaBeku He 3a6yQy. 


A TBOMX HecuacTHH He 6010Cb, 

Ho Ha BCAKMM Cy4an TBOM Yr pIOMbIn 
OctTaBiaro neceHKy mpo Pycp: 
S3anesax, 060 MHe nopyMal, 

Vs Te6e #4 B MeCcHe OT3OBYCB... 


Mapr 1925 
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Blue homeland of Firdausi, 
You’ll keep the memory warm 
Of that kind fellow from Russia 
Whose gaze had a pensive charm, 
Blue homeland of Firdausi. 


I know you're beautiful, Persia. 
Like lanterns your roses shine, 
Their supple freshness murmurs 
To me of that far land of mine. 
I know you’re beautiful, Persia. 


I drink for the last time today 
Scents heady as country beer. 
For the very last time I'l] hear 
Your voice when farewell we say 
To each other, dear Shaganeh. 


But can I forget you ever? 

As round the world I go 

About you I'll be telling 

Both friends and folk I scarce know. 
I shall not forget you ever. 


For your fate no fear I feel, 

But a song about Russia J leave 
For you, in case things go wrong: 
When you sing it, just think of me 
And I'll respond with a song. 


March 1925 
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BbITb NO3ITOM — 3TO 3HAaUHT TO Ke, 
EcJIM mpaBjibI 2*KH3HH He HapyluuTb, 
Py6lleBaTb ceO6aA NO HeXKHOHM KOxe, 
Kposbto 4YBCTB JlIacKaTb 4yxKHe AYUIH. 


BbITb NOSTOM — 3HaYHT MeTb pa3fOJibe, 
Yro6bl 6bIIO 110 TeEOA H3BECTHEH. 
CoyoBeXi noeT — emMy He OOJIbHO, 

Y Hero OfHa HM Ta xe MecHa. 


KaHapelika c rojioca 4y2xxOoro — 
XKasikasx, CMeluHad NOOpAKyLiKa, 
Mupy Hy2KHO nMeceHHOe CJIOBO 

IleTb NO-CBOMCKH, axKe Kak JIATYLUKa, 


Maromet nepeXHTpuiJI B KOpaHe, 
Sanpelacd KpenkKHe HanutTKyH, 
Tloromy nosT He nepectaHetT 
I[uTb BHHO, Kora HeT Ha MbITKH. 


Vi koryja nost “pert K 1106HMOH, 

A J100HMad4 C JPyrHM JIEXKHT Ha JIOxe, 
Bnlaroro XKHBUTeJIbBHOM XpaHHMBIH, 

OH eff B Cepylie He 3allyCTHT HOXKHK. 


Ho, ropx peBHHBO!O OTBarOn, 

ByfleT BcylyX HaCBHCTbIBaThb J{O Oma: 
«Hy 4 ¥TO X, nompy ce6e OpossAron, 
Ha 3eMJle H 9TO HaM 3HaKOMO». 


Aszyct 1925 
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To be a poet—if from the truth 

Of life one is not to depart— 

Means flailing your soft skin to soothe 
With your own blood another’s heart. 


To be a poet—of open fields 

Go sing, their freedom mastering. 
A nightingale no anguish feels, 
Ever the same old song he sings. 


Canaries with a borrowed voice 

Are a toy rattle, a sad joke. 

The main thing 1s: sing your own way 
Even if, being a frog, you croak. 


Mahomet overreached himself 

In the Koran when drink he barred, 
Because a poet cannot help 

But drink when facing trials hard. 


When to his love the poet goes 

And she’s with someone else in bed, 
Some vital fluids interpose— 

He does not stab her, leave her dead. 


But, with fierce jealousy consumed, 
He goes home whistling all the way: 
‘So what, I'll die a vagabond, 

As many have died before today.”’ 


August 1925 
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Pyku MHJIoK — napa JleOeqen — 
B 300Te BOJIOC MOMX HbIpALOT. 
Bce Ha 3TOM CBeTe H3 JOH 
TlecHb J106BH NOWT MH NOBTOPAIOT. 


Tlen u A KOra-To JasieKo 

Vs Tenepb moro po To xe CHOBa, 
IloTromy 4M AbILUMT riy60KO 
He>KHOCTbIO IIpOMHTaHHOe CJIOBO. 


Ecam lyuly BbIJIIO6HTb JO Ha, 
Cepylle cTaHeT ribi60nK 30J1I0TO, 
TONLKO TerepaHcKads JlyHa 

He corpeeT necHH TenJIOTOLO. 


A He 3Halo, KaK MHe >KH3Hb MpOxXKHTB: 
Jloropetb 1 B nackax Muon laru 
Mnp noy crapoctb TpeneTHO TY2KHTb 
O npowenuen neceHHon QrBare? 


Y Bcero CBOA NMOxomKa eCTb: 

OTo NpHATHO yxy, YTO — AA Pasa. 
Ecum nepce cylaraet mloxo MecHb, 
3Ha4HT, OH BOBEK He u3 [I [Mpa3a. 


IIpo MeHs Xe H 3a 9TH MeCHH 
Tosopute Tak cpefH Jiroyen: 
OH 6b! MeJI HexkHee MH 4yyecHen, 
JJa cry6una napa JIe6eyen. 


Aszycrt 1925 
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My love’s hands, just like a pair of swans, 
In my gojden head of hair are plunging. 
Everybody who to earth belongs 

Sings of love, then sings again—of loving. 


I too sang of love long, long ago, 

Now again with that same theme I’m dealing. 
For that reason deeply breathe and glow 
Words that are imbued with tender feeling. 


If the heart surrenders to love’s charm, 
Love into a nugget will transform it. 

But, I fear, the moon of Teheran 

Sheds no heat to make the verses warmer. 


I don’t know how now I ought to live: 
Burn to ashin Shaganeh’s embraces, 
Or grow old and many a sad sigh heave 
For lost ardour and poetic graces? 


Each thing to its proper place belongs: 

What the ear esteems, the eye thinks worthless. 
If a Persian pens inferior songs 

It’s a sign Shiraz was not his birthplace. 


When of me and my work your're conversing, 
Tell the people whom you nove among: 

He might well have written finer verses 

But his downfall was a pair of swans. 


August 1925 
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«Otuero JIyHa TaK CBETHT TYCKJIO 

Ha cajibI MW cTeHbI XopoccaHa? 

CJIOBHO «A XOXKY paBHHHOH pyccKou 
TIoq WypwiawyuM NosOroM TyMaHa», — 


Tak cnpocua «, Aoporas JIana, 
Y MOJIMAaWHX HOUbIO KHMapHcos, 
Ho 4x paTb HH CyOBa He CKa3asia, 
K He6y ropyoO roOBbI 3aBbICHB. 


«OtTuyero JyHa TaK CBETHT rTpyCTHO?» — 
Y WBeTOB CNPOCHI A B THXOM alle. 

Vs upetbi cKa3amu: «TbI novyBCTBYH 

IIo neyasiv po3bl WieslecTALIen». 


JlenecTKamH po3a paciiecKasacb, 
JlemecTKaMH TaHHOo MHe cKa3asia: 
«IaraH3 TBOs c Apyrum JlacKaylacb, 
IJaraH9 Apyroro WesoBana. 


Tosopuna: «PyccKHi He 3aMeTHT... 


Cepyally — llecHb, a MeCHe — XKH3Hb H TEeJIO... 


OTToro jlyHa TaK TYCKJIO CBeETHT, 
OTTOroO neyasIbHO no6yeqHeNa». 


CJIMLIKOM MHOTPO BHJeJIOCb H3MEHBI, 
Cyle3 HW MYK, KTO jjaJI HX, KTO He xouer, 


Ho wu Bce  BOBeK 6j1arOCJIOBEHHbI 
Ha 3emyle CHpeHeBble HOUH, 


Aszyct 1925 
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‘‘Tell me why the moon shines palely 
On the city wall and orchards? 

It’s as though the mist were veiling 
Russian fields laid bare by autumn’’— 


To the nightly silent cypress, 

Lala dear, I put this question. 

But the trees made no reply to me, 
Raising their proud crowns to heaven. 


‘Tell me why the moon shines sadly?” 

I asked flowers in the coppice. 

“From the fluttering rose,”’ they answered, 
‘You shall find the cause of sorrow.” 


Then the rose, her petals spreading, 
In dismay and sadness fluttered: 
‘““Shaganeh has been unfaithful, 
Shaganeh has kissed another, 


“Saying: ‘The Russian will not notice... 
Hearts need songs, but songs a body...’ 
That is why the moon has grown so 
Sadly pale and shines so wanly. 


‘It has seen too much deception, 
Tears and torments none were seeking.’ 


bd 


But despite this ever blesséd 
Are these lilac-blossom evenings. 


August 1925 
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Inynoe cepale, He Gertca! 

Bce MbI O6MaHyTHbI CYacTbeM, 
HH JIMUIb MpOCuT yuacTba... 
Ilynoe cepplie, He 6enca. 


Mecalla xKeJITbIe Yapbl 

JIbIOT MO KallITaHaM B Iposec. 
Jlane CKJIOHACh Ha WaJIbBapbl, 
A NOW Yaporo yKporwcs, 
Talymoe cepgile, He 6enca. 


Bce MbI Nopown, Kak JIeTH, 
YWacto cmMeeMCa M my1auem: 
Bbinasiv HaM Ha CBeTe 
PajlocTH uw Heyya4un., 
Inynoe cepyuie, He Genca. 


Muorne BHJesI A CTpaHbl, 
CuacTba HCK@aJI MOBCIODY, 
TOKO ye! *KeaHHbIn 
Bosiblue HCKaTb He 6y/]ly. 
Iaynoe cepylle, He 6enca. 


2KM3Hb He COBCeM OOMAaHYIIa. 
HOBow HalibeMCa CHJION. 
Cepjlle, ThI XOTb ObI 3aCHyJIO 
3yecb, Ha KOJICHAX Y MHJION. 
2KH3Hb He COBCeM OOMaHyyia. 


MoxetT, HM Hac OTMETHT 
PoK, 4TO TE4eT aBHHOH, 
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Don’t, silly heart, get excited! 
Happiness tricks every one of us, 
Only the poor beg for some of it... 
Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Smoothly the moon’s yellow charms 
Flood over flowering chestnuts. 
Bending to Lala’s shalwars, 

Under her veil I shall shelter. 

Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Sometimes we all act like children, 
By turns we’re laughing and wailing: 
It has been our lot to witness 

Joyful success, dismal failure. 

Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


I’ve been to many a country, 
Everywhere joy I was seeking. 
Now Ill no longer go hunting 
Happiness that has no equal. 
Don’t, silly heart, get excited. 


Life has not wholly deceived me. 
New strength for singing I'll summon. 
Why don’t you fall fast asleep here, 
Heart, in the lap of our loved one? 
Life has not wholly deceived me. 


Fate that descends like an avalanche 
Maybe shall notice us also, 
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Vs Ha JIKOG60Bb OTBETHT 
TlecHeto CONOBBHHON. 
I'rynoe cepaule, He erica. 


Aszyct 1925 
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To my love I'll get an answer 
With a sweet nightingale warble. 
Don't, silly heart, get excited. 


August I 925 
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Tony6aa fla BeceylaaA CTpana. 
UecTb Moa 3a MecH!o nposana. 
Betep c Mops, THe Ty HW Bex — 
CyIbIU Ib, posy KIMYeT CONOBEK? 


CiIbILIMUIb, pO3a KIOHHTCA KW THETCA — 
ITa NecHA B Cepye OT3OBETCA. 

Betep c Mops, THe AyH M Ben — 
CyIbILUMLUb, po3y KNMYeT CONOBEK? 


Tbi — pe6eHOK, B 3TOM cnopa HeT, 
YJa u & Beyb pa3Be He MOST? 

Betep c Mopa, Tue Jy H Be — 
C)IbILIHLUb, po3y KIIHYeET COJNOBEK? 


Moporas Tenua, npocTu. 

MHoro po3 OpbIBaeT Ha NYTH, 
MHoro po3 CKIOHAeCTCA HM THETCA, 
Ho ofa JIMUIb CepAlleM yJIbIGHETCA. 


YIbIGHEMCA BMECTe — TbI H A — 
3a Take MUJible Kpaa. 

Betep c Mops, THe Ay HW Be — 
CyIbIIHIWb, pOo3y KIIMYeT CONOBEH? 


Tosy6aa fla Beceylaa cTpaHa. 

Ilycrb Bca 2*KH3Hb MOA 3a NeCHIO Nposana, 
Ho 3a Tenuto B TeHAX BETBEH 

O6HHMA@ET po3y COJIOBEN. 


8 anpenran 1925 
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Land to which blue hues and joy belong, 
I have sold my honour for a song. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Look, the rose bestirs herself, she nods— 
It’s the song to which her heart responds. 
Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Obviously you’re a child, my dear, 

And that I’m a poet is just as clear. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Hélia my child, forgive me, sweet. 
Many roses on our way we meet. 
Many roses nod their heads, and yet 
Only one shall smile from a full heart. 


Let us smile together, you ancl I, 

At the dear land that before us lies. 

Fresh sea wind, more softly, gently blow— 
Hear, the nightingale calls to the rose. 


Land to which blue hues and joy belong, 
What if life I bartered for a song? 

Still for Hélia in the shady grove 

Does the nightingale embrace the rose. 


April 8, 1925 
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COBAKE KAYAJIOBA 


an, Hokum, Ha cyactTpbe sary MHe, 
Takyro Jlany He Baas A Cpony. 
TaBai c TO6OK moaem MpH JyHe 
Ha Tuxyto, 6ecuyMHYrO Morogy. 
Tan, [>kum, Ha cyacTbe saly MHe. 


Tloxanylicta, rowyounk, He JIMKHCB. 
TIlouMH CO MHOKM XOTb CamMoe IIpocToe. 
Bejib ThI He 3Ha€LIIb, UTO TAKOE 29KH3Hb, 
He 3Hae€llb TbI, UTO 9KHTb Ha CBeTe CTOHT. 


XO3AHH TBOK HM MHJI MH 3HAMECHHT, 
Hy Hero roctTex 6bIBaeT B JOMe MHOTFO, 
M Kahin, yIbI6aicbh, HOPOBUT 
Te6a mo WepcTH 6apxaTHOK NOTporarTs. 


Tbr 10-coO6a4ubH AbABOJIBCKH Kpacue, 

C TaKOFO MHJIOLO AOBEPYHBOK NpHATIeH. 
V1, HHKOPO HH KaliJIH HE CIIPOCHB, 

Kak MbAHDIM pyr, ThI e3eLb WeNOBaTbCA. 


Mow Muuibin >KuM, Cpe TBOMX rocTen 
Tak MHOro BCAKHX MH HEBCAKHX OBI, 

Ho Ta, 4TO BCex 6eE3MOJIBHEH MH rpyCcTHeH, 
Croffa caly4anHo Bypyr He 3axoyquna? 


Oua Ipupet, Wato Te6e NOpyKy. 

V1 6e3 MeHA, B ce YCTABACh B3FIAL, 
TbI 34 MCHA JIM3HH CM HEXKHO PyKy 

3a Bce, B 4¥em ObIJI MH He ObIJI BAHOBAT. 


1925 
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TO KACHALOW’S DOG 


Come, Jim, give me your paw for luck, 
] swear I’ve never seen one like it. 
Let’s go, the two of us, and bark 

Up at the moon when Nature’s silent. 
Come, Jim, give me your paw for luck. 


Stop licking me, pet, and please do 
At least heed this advice I’m giving. 
Of life you haven’t got a clue, 

You do not realise life is worth living. 


Your master’s kind, a man of note, 
And visitors his home are thronging, 
They all admire your velvet coat 
Which smilingly they love to fondle. 


You’re devilish handsome fora dog, 
So charming, trusting, unsuspicious, 
Not asking if you may or not, 

Like a drunken pal, you plaster kisses. 


Dear Jim, I know a great variety 

Of visitors of all sorts call, 

But have you seen her here, the saddest 
And the least talkative of all? 


I’m sure she’ll come here. In my absence 
Plcase catch her eye. Go kiss her hand for me, 
For all my real or fancied errors asking 
Forgiveness of her in humility. 


1925 
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Hecka3aHHoe, CHHee, HEXHOE... 

Tux MOK Kpan locate 6ypb, nocane rpo3, 
VY aywa Mox — nove Ge36pexHoe — 
J[bILUIMT 3amaXOM Meja H pos. 


A yTux. Tose cyesasu Weno, 

Ho Toro, 4TO NpOuUsO, He KIAHY. 
CyIOBHO TpowKa KOHeX OrosTenaAv 
II pokaTusacb BO BCIO CTpaHy. 


HanbiiMsid KpyromM. HakonbiTHuin. 
Vs nponasm nop AbABOJIbCKMM CBKCT. 
A Telepb BOT B JIECHOK OONTEJIH 
[axe CJIbILUHO, KaK MayjaeT JIKCT. 


KoyOKOJbUHK JIM? JTanbHee 3X0 JIM? 
Bce CNOKOHHO BIHBaeT rpyJb. 
Cron, Ayla, MbI C TOOOK mpoexasiu 
Yepes 6ypHbIM NOMOXKEHHbIM NYTb. 


Pa36epeMCs BO BCeM, ITO BHCJIH, 

TO CHYYHIOCh, YTO CTAJIOCh B CTpaHe, 
Vis mpoctmuM, re Hac ropbKo o6Heu 
Ilo 4y>Kow XH NO Halen BHHE. 


IIpHHuMawW, YTO ObIIIO H HE ObINO, 
TONbKO KaJb Ha TPHAWaTOM roy — 
CJIMUUIKOM MaJIO 4 B FOHOCTH TpeooBal, 
3a6biBaxich B KaOallKOM uajly. 
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Indescribable blueness and gentleness... 
Land so calm after thunder and gale. 
In my heart, like a plain that is endless, 
Scent of honey and rose I inhale. 


I am hushed. Time has done what it had to. 
But no curses [ heap on the past. 

It’s as if through the country a frantic 

Wild troika of horses had passed. 


Raising dust everywhere. Leaving hoofmarks. 
Then vanishing swift as a squall. 

And now in my forest seclusion 

I hear even leaves as they fall. 


A jingle of bells? Or an echo? 

With a mind at ease all this I heed. 
Pause, heart, we have taken together 
The storm-ridden path fate decreed. 


We shall in due course find our bearings 

In life which has changed such a lot. 

We'll forgive the hard words, the upbraiding 
Given us, whether well-earned or not. 


While accepting what happened, what didn’t, 
Now I’m thirty I sorely regret 

That in youth I was not more exacting, 

But drank hard, my cares to forget. 
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Ho Beyb WYO MONOJON, HE pasxKeryyAch, 
Tak Ke rHeTCA, Kak B movie TpaBa... 

IX ThI, MONOZOCTh, GyHHaA MOJIOJOCTh, 
3onotad COpBHrojoBa! 


1925 
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But even a young oak, unseeded, 

Like grass in the field, can bend too... 
O youth ever headstrong and seething, 
A goldilocks madcap are you! 


1925 


252 


a 


HeyroTHad KHKax JIYHHOCTB 

V1 sTocka 6GecKOHeYHbIX paBHHH, — 
Bot 4TO Buyes! A B pe3By!O IOHOCTH, 
YTo, 11068, MpOKJIMHaJI He OHH. 


Ilo yoporam ycoxuine BepObl 

Vs TeeskHad MeCcHA KOJIEC,.. 

Hu 3a 4TO He XOTes A Terepb Obl, 
4706 MHE CIYLUAaTb €€ MPHBEJIOCh, 


PaBHOAYyWieH A CTayl K JladyraM, 
Vs ouaxKHbIA OrOHb MHE He MHI, 
Jlaxe AOOHb BECCHHIOW BbIOry 
A 3a GeAHOcCTh NONen pa3n1OOH. 


MuHe Tenepb no Aye HHOE.., 
V1 B YaXOTOUHOM CBETE JIYHbI 
Yepe3 KaMeHHOe H CTasIbHOe 
Byoky MOUb A pOAHOK CTOPOHBI, 


Tlonesaa Poccna! JLoBompbHo 
BoNOUKTECA COXON MO NOAM! 
Huuyety TBO BUAeTb OObHO 
VY 6epe3am HM TOMOISM... 


A He 3HabW, 4TO OyfeT CO MHOW... 
MoxeT, B HOBYIO 2KH3Hb HE rOXYCb, 
Ho uw Bce xe XOUYy A CTaJIBHOIO 
Buyers SOeaHyto, Huuyro Pycs. 
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The disquiet of vaporous moonshine, 
The heartache of plains without end— 
In youth these aroused that confusion 
Where loathing with love would contend. 


The dry willows lining the highway, 
The waggon wheels’ long-drawn refrain... 
For nothing on earth would I like now 
To hear that sound ever again. 


[ care not for poor country hovels, 
A hearth fire I cherish no more. 
The blizzard of apple-tree blossom 
[ cannot amid dearth adore. 


Not these sights now stir me, but others... 
In the feverish light of the moon 

The strength of my land, I discover, 

Lies in things made of steel and of stone. 


For long enough, soil-tilling Russia, 
You followed the primitive plough! 
The poplar and birch suffer anguish 
At the poverty seen all around. 


For myself, I don’t know my own future... 
I’ve no place in the new life, I feel, 
Yet still wish to see poor drab Russia 
A prospering country of steel. 
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V1, BHHMaad MOTOPHOMy Jato 

B COHME BbIOr, B COHME Oypb H pos, 
Hu 3a YTO # Telepb HE xKeJIatIo 

Cry uiaTb mecHto TeslexxKHbIX KOJIEC. 


1925 
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And, hearing the motors go barking 
Through blizzard, hail, thunder and rain, 
I’ve not the least wish now to hearken 
To the song of cart axles again. 


1925 
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CIMT KOBbIJIb. PaBHHHa WOporad, 

Vs cBHHUOBOM CBe*KeCTH MOJbIHb. 
Hukakaas pogmna ypyrax 

He BOJIbeT MHE B r'pyfib MOF TEIMVJIBIHb, 


3HAaTB, y BCeX y Hac TaKasA yyacTh, 
VY, noxkanyh, BcAKOrO cnpocu — 
PanlyAcb, CBHpelcTByxA WH My4acb, 
XOpOWO *KMBeTCA Ha Pycu. 


CBeT JIYHbI, TAHHCTBECHHBIM HM JJIMHHbIN, 
IInayuyT BepOsl, wenyyT TONONA., 

Ho HHKTO NOW OKPHK 2K ypaBJIMHbIA 

He pa3106uT oTune noms. 


V1 Tenepb, Korjja BOT HOBbIM CBETOM 
Vs Moe KOCHYyJIaCb 2KH3Hb CYbOBI, 
Bce paBHO OcTaJICA A MOSTOM 
3ONOTOK OpeBeHYaTON H36BI. 


IIo HOuaM, Np xKaBLUKCh K H3FOJIOBbHK, 
BYxky A, Kak CHJIbHOLO Bpara, 

Kak 4y2Kad FOHOCTh OPbI32KET HOBbIO 
Ha MOM NOJIAHDbI MH Tyra. 


Ho H Bce xe, HOBbIO TOM TECHHMBIN, 
A MOry MpOuyBCTBeEHHO Mponers: 
/jantTe MHe‘Ha pOfHHe JIOOHMOK, 
Bce 110608, CNOKOHHO yMepeTp! 


VUr0nro 1925 


257 


% * + 


Drowsy feather-grass. Beloved lowlands, 
Wormwood fresh and of a leaden hue. 

There’s no other country that so wholly 

Calms my soul and warms me through and through. 


This would seem our common dispensation 
And at one conclusion we arrive: 

That, rejoicing,suffering and raging, 

Still we feel it’s good to be alive! 


Magical, far-reaching is the moonlight. 

Poplars whisper, willows sadly weep. 

Land we love forever, life in tune with 

Plaintive cranes that through blue heaven sweep. 


And when life today is boldly throwing 
On my fate a light unknown before, 

I still feel that I remain the poet 

Of the timber cottages of yore. 


Every night I dream a confrontation 
With a sturdy foe of stern design, 

Alien youth come spreading innovation 
In these fields and forest glades of mine. 


Still, though novelty may cramp and crowd me, 
My impassioned verses voice my cry: 

In the homeland that I love allow me, 

Ever loving, peacefully to die. 


July 1925 
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JIMCTbA MayarrT, JIMCThA MaarorT, 
CTOHET BeTep, 

IlporsxkeH 4 riyx, 

KTo xe cepylje nopapyer? 

KTOo ero ycnOKOHT, MOK Apyr? 


C OTATYCHHbIMH BEKaMH 

4 CMOTP!O H CMOTPIWO Ha JIyHy. 
Bort onsatTp neTyXu KyKapeKHyJIH 
B o6o0ceHeHHy!o THUIMHY. 


IIpeqpaccpetTHoe, CuHee. PaHuee, 
Vs neTarourHx 3Be3), Oaroyarth, 
SarayaTb Obl Kakoe *eslaHHe, 

7Ja He 3Hato, 4Yero NO*KeNarT. 


To x*KenaTb NO KATEHCKO!O HOWE, 
IIpokHHasa yes] CBOM HW OM? 

A xoTen Obl Temepb XOPOLy!o 
BweTb JeByLUKy Mos] OKHOM. 


4106 c rma3aMH OHa BaCcHJIBKOBbIMH 
TojIbKO MHe — 

He KOMy-HH6yfb — 

VY scnospaMyu XH 4yBCTBaMH HOBbIMH 
YcnokonNa cepalle H rpyAb. 


4706 NOX STOO GeNOF0 JIYHHOCThH, 
TIpHHuMaa CYacTIIMBbIM ye, 

A Hay] mecHew He TaAJ, He MIIeII 

Vc 4y>KOFKO BECeJIOLON IOHOCTHIO 

O cBoen HHKorya He Kase, 


Aszyct 1925 
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Leaves are falling, leaves are falling. 
The wind is moaning 

A long dull moan. 

Who'll bring joy, my heart enthralling? 
Who, friend, shall my heart console? 


Heavy-lidded my eyes are, slowly 

I fix my gaze upon the moon 

And once more the cocks are crowing 
In air to autumn peace attuned. 


Soon the sunrise. Blueness. Freshness. 
Shooting stars through heaven swish.’ 
Now’s the time for a request, but 

I don’t know for what to wish. 


What to wish for, bearing life’s burden, 
Cursing the home and fate given me? 
Below my window a fair young maiden 
Is what now Id like to see. 


A girl with cornflower eyes appealing 
To me alone 

And no one else, 

With fresh words and her fresh feelings 
Comforting my tortured breast. 


And I wish that in this moonlight, 
Greeting the fortune Fate has sent, 

Over verses I should not fret 

And, sharing another’s youth, should never 
For my own youth feel regret. 


August 1925 
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Cectpe Ulype 


A KpacHBbIX TaKHXx He BYE, 
TOJIbKO, 3HaeLUIb, B ylie 3aTato 

He B nuIoxonw, a B XOpOulen O6HTE — 
TIOBTOpselIb ThI JOHOCTh MOW. 


TbI — MOe BaCHJIbKOBOE CJIOBO, 
A HaBeku J10G6]10 Te6a. 

Kak XKHBeT Tellepb Haliia KOpOBa, 
I pycTb COJIOMeHHyr!o Tepe6a? 


S3anoOellib ThI, a MHE JIKOG6MMO, 
VWictleav MeHas JIETCKHM CHOM. 
Otropeja 1M Hawa paGuHa, 
OcbinasaCb m0] 6eJIbIM OKHOM? 


OTo moeT Tenepb MaTb 3a KYIEJIbIO? 
A HaBeKH MOKHHYJI ceo, 

ToubKO 3Hato — OarpaAHOn MeTeJIbIO 
Ham JIMCTBbI Ha KPbIJIbIIO HaMeJIO. 


3Hato TO, YTO O Hac Cc TOOOK BMECTe 
BMecTO JIaCKH M BMECTO CJIe3 

Y Bopot, Kak O crH6ulex HEBECTe, 
THXO BOeCT MNOKHHYTbIM Mec. 


Ho uw Bce XK BO3BpallaTbca He Haj, 
Tloromy x focTasica He B CpOK, 

Kak 11060Bb, Kak MeuaJIb M OTpasa, 
TBOK KpaCHBbIM PAZAHCKHA MAaTOK. 


13 cexTAOpA 1925 
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To my sister Shura 


I’ve never seen women So pretty, 
But, I must say, at heart I secrete 
Not a bad but a good-natured envy 
That my own young days you repeat. 


My comflower manifest—you are, 
And you I shall love evermore. 

How Is our old cow there now doing, 
Munching its sorrow of straw? 


I like it when you start singing. 

My heart with a child’s sleep soothe! 
Is our rowan no longer glittering 

By the window, shedding its fruit? 


What does mother sing now to her spinning? 
The village for good I have left. 

I know this: a crimson blizzard 

Dead leaves to the porch has swept. 


I know that the dog we abandoned 

Now plaintively howls at the gate— 
There’s nobody there now to fondle him, 
He mourns the sad turn of his fate. 


But still there can be no returning, 

And that’s why in such a short span 
Life’s given me love, joy, sad yearning... 
.And your pretty scarf from Ryazan. 


September 13, 1925 
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Cecrpe Ulype 


TbI 3aM0H MHe TY NeECHW, ITO npexye 
Hanesasia HaM CTapasi MaTp. 

He Kayes O cru6men Hayexge, 

A cyMero Te6e noyneBath. 


A Bey, 3HatkO, WH MHe 3HaKOMO, 
Tlotomy 4 BOJIHYH WH TpeBOxKb — 
By]To 4 43 pOJMMOLO OMa 
CiIbILUYy B rOnOce HEXHY!WO APO. 


Tbr MHe NOH, Hy, a A C TaKOL, 

Bort c TaKO1w xe necHeH, Kak TBI, 
JIMl1b HEMHOLO ryia3a NpHKporw — 
Byoky BHOBb JOporne yepThl. 


Tb MHe NOK. Beb MOA OTpaya — 
YTo BOBeK A JOGHI He OHH 

Vs kanuTKy OCeHHEro caja, 

VY onaBuive JHMCTbA C pAGHH. 


) 


TbI MHe IIOH, HY, a A IIPHMOMHIO 
V1 He Oyyy 3a6bIBYUHBO XMyp: 
Tak NPHATHO HM TaK JIeTKO MHE 
BrjieTh MaTb H TOCKYIOWIMX Kyp. 


A HaBek 3a TyYMaHbI H pOcni 
Tlomro6us y Gepe3KH CTaH, 
V1 ee 30N0THCTHIEC KOCHI, 

Vs xonuyjosbim ee capadan. 
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To my sister Shura 


Come now, sing me the song our mother 
Used to sing us long, long ago. 

Not regretting hopes now smothered, 

I’ll sing the descant that I know. 


It’s just because the tune’s familiar 

That my heart and soul so rejoice, 
Hearing as if from the home of our family 
The delicate tremor of her voice. 


Come now, sing and I'll think, as I listen, 
Of another song matching yours. 

If I half-close my eyes while you're singing 
Mother’s dear features I see once more. 


Come now, sing. What I find so heartening 
Is the love that stirs not only me— 

Love of the gate to the autumn garden, 

Of the fallen leaves of the rowan-tree. 


Come now, sing and the past I’ll remember, 
And here no longer I’! sulk in pain. 

Such a relief it is, and pleasure, 

Seeing mother and her brood hens again. 


In mist and dewfall I came forever 

To love the slim birches holding hands, 
With thick-plaited golden tresses, 

In sleeveless homespun sarafans. 
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Iloromy Tak 4 cepylly He *xecTKO — 
Mue 3a recHero HM 3a BAHOM 
Tloka3anacb TbI TOK Oepe3KOn, 

YTO CTOMT NO POAHMbIM OKHOM. 


13 ceuxTROpAR 1925 
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And the reason my heart’s unburdening 
With the wine and song fs that you 
Seemed to me to be the birch-tree 

That back home by the window grew. 


September 13, 1925 
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OX BbI, cCaHw! A KOHH, KOHH! 
BHAHO, YepT HX Ha 3eMIJIEO MpHHEC. 
B 3aIMxBaTCKOM CTEIHOM pa3roHe 
KoNIOKOJIBUHK XOXOYET JO Clie3. 


HH JIyHbI, HH COOaubePLo Jaw 

B fasieKe, B CTOPOHE, B IyCTbIpe: 
Tloqaep2kicb, MOA KH3Hb yaaa, 
A ewe He HaBekK NocTaped. 


JIOH, AMIMHK, BIEpeKOp 3TOH HOU, — 
XOUELIb, CaM A TE6E NOANOLO 

IIpo ykKaBble JeEBHUbH OH, 

IIpo BeceJly10 }OHOCTb MOW. 


IX, ObIBaJIO, 3AJIOMHLb Walky, 
Ta 3a0>%KULb B OFJIO6JIH KOHA, 
7a npHJis>Kelb Ha CeHa OXalKy, — 
BcnoMHHaH JIMIUIb, Kak 3BaJIM MeHA. 


VM orxyga Opaacb ocaHKa. 
A B IOJIYHOUHY!O THUIAHY 
Pa3roBOpunBad TaJIbAHKa 
YroBapuBalla HE OFHY. 


Bce npowo, Tlopeyen Mon Bosc. 
Koub H30x, OMycTeJI Hall BOP. 
TloTepAIa TanbAHKa rojoc, 
Pa3y4MBUIMCb BECTH pa3roBop. 
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O you snowsleighs! Galloping horses! 
By a devil were you devised. 

As over the steppe you go coursing, 
The sleigh bell laughs till it cries. 


No barking of dogs, no moon showing, 
For miles around waste lands unfold. 
My wild crazy life, keep on going, 

I’m not irretrievably old. 


Sing, driver, to spite the night’s darkness— 
If you wish, I shall sing with you too. 

I’ll sing of a girl’s roguish glances, 

I’ll sing of my jubilant youth. 


I’d push back my cloth cap crazily, 
Get ready and drive out the sleigh, 
Then flop on the hay, lie there lazily— 
And race off not leaving a trace. 


Remember the way I would swagger. 
In the quiet night hours I played 

My sweet concertina and captured 
The heart of many a maid. 


All’s over. My hair is now thinner, 
The horse dead, the yard is forlorn 
And voiceless is my concertina, ’ 

Its powers of persuasion are gone. 
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Ho u Bce xe Ayla He OCTbINIAa, 
Tak MpHATHBI MHE CHEF H MOpO3, 
TIloTromy 4TO Haj BCeM; YTO OBO, 
KonOKOJIbUHK XOXOUET JO cye3. 


19 cenTanOpax 1925 
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But, warm still, my heart doesn’t languish, 
Expanses of snow cheer my eyes 

Because, mocking all that has vanished, 
The sleigh bell laughs till it ces. 


September 19, 1925 
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CHe>KHad 38MATb APOOHTCA H KOJIETCA, 
CsBepxy 03A0u1aad CBeTHT JIyHa. 

CHoBa 4 BHEDKY PpOMHY!O OKOJINLY, 
Yepe3 MeTejb OrOHEK Y OKHAa. 


Bce MbI 6€30MHHKH, MHOPO JIM HyXHO HaM. 
TO, 4TO Janocb MHe, IIpo TO H NOW. 

BOT 4 ONATH 3a POMHTENBCKHM YKHHOM, 
CHOBa & BHEXKY CTapylKy MO}. 


CMOTPHT, a O4N CyIeE3ATCA, CNE3ATCA, 
Tuxo, 6e3MOJIBHO, KaK 6yATO 6e3 MyK. 
XOueT 3a YaHHY!O WallKy B3ATBCA — 
Oahyad ualliKa CKOJIb3HT H3 pyK. 


Muas, ,OOpas, cTapad, HexkKHaa, 

C yMaMH rpycTHBbIMH TbI He JpyXKHCb, 
Crywiat — nog 3Ty rapMOHHKy CHe>xKHY!O 
A paccKaXy mpo CBoro Te6e »*KH3Hb. 


MHOro 4 Bue, H MHOLO A CTpaHCcTBOBall, 
MHuoro s1106HJ1 A HW MHOPO CTpagali. 

VM ofroro XyHraHH HW MbAHCTBOBAaI, 

Oto nyullie Te6A HUKOFO He BHAI. 


BoT HM ONATh y JIexKaHKH A rperwcs, 
COpocui 6OTHHKH, NM>KaK CBO pa3yedl. 
CHOBa A OKI MH CHOBA Haylerocb 

Tak Ke, KaK B leTCTBe, Ha JIYYWMH ye. 
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Whirlwinds of thick snow are riving and splitting, 
A chill moon illumines the landscape below. 

Once more I see native fields, through the blizzard 
I see in the window a light is aglow. 


We are all vagrants, our needs aren’t extravagant. 
What fell to me is my verses’ refrain. 

Once more at table I sup with the family, 

See my beloved old mother again. 


Tears from her staring eyes are streaming, 
Seemingly painlessly, silently, fast. 

She picks up a cup of tea that is steaming, 
The teacup slips from her quivering grasp. 


Kindly old woman, so gentle and generous, 

Drive from your mind all sad thoughts that are rife. 
Listen, to the sound of the snowstorm’s harmonica 
I shall retell you the tale of my life. 


Much have I witnessed and much have I wandered, 
Much have I loved, I have suffered much too. 

I was a drunkard and hooligan only 

Because I found nobody better than you. 


Here am I warming myself on the stove seat, 

I’ve thrown off my jacket, my boots I’ve removed. 
Come back to life again, I’m again hoping, 

Just as in childhood, that things will improve. 
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A 3a OKH®M IO], METCJIbHbIe BCXJIMIIBbI, 
B ]HKOM H UIYMHOM METECJIBHOM ally, 
KaxkeTcad MHe — OCbIMarorca JIMIMBI, 
BelJible JIMMbI B HallieM cajly. 


20 cexTroOpa 1925 
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Outside the blizzard is sobbing and whimpering, 
Flakes in disorder the sudden gusts blow. 
I have a feeling the leaves from the linden 
Are falling, our linden with leaves white as snow. 


September 20, 1925 
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CuHui TyMaH. CHeroBoe pa3yzouIbe, 
TOHKHM JIMMOHHBIN JIYHHBIM CBET, 
Cepauly NpHATHO C THXO!1O GOJIbIO 
YTo-HH6y4b BCNOMHHTh M3 paHHHXx JierT, 


CHer y KpblJIblja Kak MecoK 3bI6y4MH. 
Bort pu Takow Ke JyHe 6€3 CJIOB, 
[lanky W3 KOUIKH Ha 06 HaxO6y4HB, 
TanHo NOKHHYJ A OTUHK KPOB. 


CHoBa BepHyJicd A B Kpalt pOMMBIH. 

KTO MeHA NOMHHT? KTo no3a6bi? 

I'pycTHo ctor A, KaK CTpaHHHK TOHHMBIA, — 
CTapbIi xO3AHH CBOer H30bI. 


Movrya ¢ KOMKal0 HOByWO Wanky, 

He no Ayule MHe CO6OJIMK Mex. 

BcnoMHuJ « JeyuWiKy, BCOMHHI A 6abKy. 
BcnoMHHJ KJIaq}OMWIeHCKHM PbIXJIbIM CHET. 


Bce yCNOKOHJINCh, BCe TaM OyJeM, 
Kak B 3TOM 20KH3HH pafleh He payen, — 
Bot mouemMy Tak TAHYCb AK JIOQAM, 
Bor moyemy Tak JoOJIt0 JuODen. 


Bot oTuero A UyTb-4yTb He 3alsiaKkasi 
VY, ynbi6axch, AywWion norac, — 

OTy u36y Ha KpbIJIbyje C CObaKON 
CyIOBHO 4 BYKy B NOCeqHHH pa3. 


24 cenTaOpsa 1925 
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Shroud of blue vapours. Snowy expanses. 
Moonbeams that gleam with a lemon-pale glow. 
Soothed is the heart, although pain lightly stabs it, 
Recalling what happened in years long ago. 


The snow by the porch like shifting sand is. 
Yellow, like this, I recall, the moon shone 
When in my cap of cat’s fur I abandoned 
Home saying nothing to anyone. 


I have returned to my native country. 
Who has forgotten me? Who has not? 
Sadly I stand, like a pilgrim hunted— 
The grown-up owner of this country cot. 


Silently my new cap I crumple, 

This sable fur I don’t fancy at all. 

I remember my granddad, my grandmother, 
The light soft cemetery snow I recall. 


All are at rest there and so shall we be, 
Whether we take pains in life or no. 
That is why I am so drawn to people, 
That’s why I love live people so. 


That’s why I almost burst out sobbing, 
And felt my soul flicker out with a smile— 
I have a feeling this dog, porch and cottage 
I’m seeing now for the very last time. 


September 24, 1925 
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BeyepoM CHHHM, BEYepOM JIYHHbIM 
Bpiji A KOrja-TO KpacHBbIM HM IOHBIM. 


Heyylep>xKuMo, HeNOBTOpHMO 
Bce nmponereyo... qameue... MAMO... 


Cepalle OCTBIJO, MH BbILBeJIH OU... 
Cunee cyuactbe! JIyHHbie HOH! 


4/5 oxrabpa 1925 
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Deep blue dusk and moonlight. Once 
I was handsome, I was young. 


Headlong, now or never—how fast 
All flew ... flew away ... flew past. 


Chill my heart is, pale my sight... 
Deep blue happiness! Moonlit night! 


October 4-5, 1925 


eee 
— - 
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MenkolJlecbe. CTenb H ain. 
CxeT JIyHbI BO BC€ KOHUBI. 
BoT OnATb BApyr 3apbiy_ain 
Pa3JIMBHbIe OyOeHubI. 


Henphriiaquad fopora, 
Jia 1106uMad HaBek, 

I]o KOTOpOH e3HJ1 MHOrO 
Bcsakyi pyCCKHH YeJIOBeK. 


2x BbI, caHH! UTo 3a caHu! 
3BOHbI Mep3JIble OCHH. 

Y MeHA OTel] — KPeCCTbAHHH, 
Hy, a 4 — KPpeCTbAHCKMM CBIH. 


HanJieBaTb MHe Ha H3BeECTHOCTb 
V1 na TO, 4TO & NOT. 

OITy WaxJICHbKy!O MECTHOCTL 

He BujaJI «A MHOYPO JIerT. 


TOT, KTO BHJe@J] XOTb OHAXKI]IbI 
OTOT Kpan H JTy Fla, 

Tot nouTuH Gepe3ke KaxyOHn 
Hoxky pay nolesoBarTb. 


Kak K€ MHE HE IIPOCJIC3HTBCA, 
Ec C BEHKOH B CTbIHb HM 3BCHb 
ByeT pxJIOM BeCeJIMTECA 
FOHOCTh pyCCKHX JepeBeHb. 
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Scattered shrubs. Vast steppe horizons. 
Moonlight spreading everywhere. 
Sudden sob of sleigh bell sighing, 
Jingling in the chill night air. 


Road we love, not much to boast of, 
But to which we’re born and bred. 
Down it many a time has boldly 
Many a man of Russia sped, 


Hail, you snowsleighs! Fleet and pleasant! 
Aspens rustle as you run. 

My old man he was a peasant, 

Here am I—a peasant’s son... 


I don’t care a damn I’m famous 
And a poet—what the hell! 

I’ve not seen these parts for ages, 
Things don’t seem to go too well. 


Anyone who’s once gone racing 
Through a countryside so smooth 
Feels like kissing and embracing 
Every birch-tree’s pretty foot. 


How Can I refrain from weeping 
When these villages merrily ring 
To the young folk’s concertinas 
In grey winter, in green spring. 
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9x, rapMOLUIKa, CMepTb-OTpaBa, 
3HatTb, C TOrO NOX ITOT BOK 

He ojHa yinxadv CylaBa 
IIponayana TpbIH-TpaBon. 


21/22 oxTaobpsa 1925 
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Concertina, bane of the nation, 
Many a man has thrown away 
A magnificent reputation 

To the music that you play. 


October 21-22, 1925 
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[[petThI MHe ropopaT — npoyan, 
TOnNOBKaMH CKJIOHAACh HEDKE. 
To a HaBeKH He YBUXKY 

Ee IMO 4 OTUMM Kpait. 


JIxo6uMas, Hy 4TO x! Hy uTo x! 
A Buyesl ux MW BUEN 3eMIIFO. 

VY aty rpobosyro Apoxb 

Kak jlacKky HOBY!0 NIpHeMIIn0. 


VM noromy, 4TO # nocTur 

Bcto XH3Hb, Ipowya Cc yIbIOKOK MHMO, — 
A TOBOplo Ha Kaxki{biM MH, 

OTO Bce Ha CBETe NOBTOPHMO. 


He Bce Jb paBHO — npHeT Apyron, 
Tleyanb yuequero He cryioxerT, 
OctTaBsieHHOK KM AOporon 

TI pHwie quinn Jy4uie MeECHIO CJIOKHT. 


V1, necHe BHeEMJIA B THILIHHE, 
JIto0uMads Cc ApyruM Ju00MMEIM, 
BbITb MOET, BCIOMHHT O60 MHe 
Kak 0 LBeTKe HEMOBTOPHMOM,. 


27 oxTAxOpsa 1925 


283 


+ + + 


Flowers bid goodbye to me, 
Bowing their heads ever lower, 


A sign that her face and my homeland 


I am never more to see. 


Be it so, my love! God bless! 

Yau and earth my sight delighted. 
I accept like a caress 

This death-tremor and this silence. 


And because [| fully grasp 

Life entire and, smiling, greet it, 
I vow—from the first to last 

All in it can be repeated. 


When a new man comes along, 
Grief shall not consume the loser, 
He shall sing a better song 

Than the old one she was used to. 


As she hears the melody 
With her lover of that hour, 
Maybe she’ll remember me— 
An inimitable flower. 


October 27, 1925 
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KyieH Tbl MOM OMaBLUHM, KI€H 3aleeHeJIbIN, 
Uo cTOMIMb HarHyBLIHCb NO MeTesbrIo Geno? 


Mau 4To yBugen? Man yto ycrpiuan? 
CJIOBHO 3a JePeBHIO NOLyJIATb ThI BbILUECII. 


V1, Kak NbAHbIA CTOPOX, BbINgA Ha WOpOry, 
Y TOHYJ B cCyrpoOe, NPHMOpO3HJI HOry. 


AX, H CaM & HbIHYe UTOH-TO CTaJI HECTOMKMM, 
He nowy WO WoMa c Apy2xKecKON NONOMKH. 


TaM BOH BCTpeTHI BepOy, TaM COCHY NpHMeTHI, 
PacneBayl HM MecHH Mop MeTedb O JleTe. 


Cam ce6e Ka3aJICA A TAKMM Ke KJICHOM, 
TOJIBKO He ONaBLUHM, a BOBCIO 3€JICHbIM. 


V1, yTpaTHB CKPpOMHOCTB, OypeBLUH B OCKy, 
Kak >keny 4y>Ky10, OOHHMas Gepe3ky. 


28 nonOpa 1925 


285 


* * * 


Maple bare of foliage, freezing in the snowstorm, 
Why are you bent over as the wind is blowing? 


Have you witnessed something? Have you heard 
some tidings? 
It’s as if beyond the village you’ve gone striding. 


Like a drunken watchman, straying off the roadway, 
In a drift you tumbled, now your leg is frozen. 


I too am unsteady on my feet, I’m thinking, 
And I can’t get home when I have been out drinking. 


Here I met a willow, there a pine I greeted, 
To a song of summer both of them treated. 


I'd a feeling I too was a maple like you, 
Not a bare and bald one, but bright green 
and thriving. 


By both common sense and modesty deserted, 
In a lustful frenzy I embraced a birch-tree. 


November 28, 1925 
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Kakax Houb! He MOry. 

He cnutca MuHe. Taka’ JyHHOCTD. 
Eye Kak 6yyTo Oepery 

B yqylule yTpayeHHy!o IOHOCTS. 


Tlogpyra oxJlayeBuinx Jer, 

He Ha3biBak HIpy JO6OBb1O, 
Ilyctb yale 9STOT JyHHbIM CBeT 
Ko MHe CTpyHTCA K H3FOJIOBbIO. 


IlycTb HcKaxKeHHble 4epTbI 

OH OOpHCcOBbIBaeT CMeIO, — 
Bejb pa3100HTb HE CMOXELIb TbI, 
Kak nomroO6OHTb TI He CyMeJIa, 


JIXOOHT JIMLIb MOXKHO TOJIBKO pa3. 
BOT OTTOPO TbI MHE Yy>Kaa, 

To JIMMbI TU[ETHO MaHAT Hac, 

B cyrpo6os! Horu norpyx«aa. 


Bejib 3Hato 4 HM 3HAaellb THI, 

YTO B 3TOT OTCBET JIYHHbIN, CHHHK 
Ha 3THx JIMMax He I[BeTbI — 

Ha 93Tux yIMmax CHer Jia HHeH. 


To oTOONJIN MbI WaBHO, 

TbI He MeHA, a A — JIpyryh, 
Vs Ham o60uM BCce paBHO 
Vrpatb B 11060Bb HEAOporypo. 
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On such a night the senses reel. 

I cannot sleep. The moon how splendid! 
A youthfulness at heart I feel 

Though well I know my youth has ended. 


Companion of years grown chill, 

Do not describe as love our toying, 
But rather let the moonlight fill 

The room here, every shade destroying. 


Let moonbeams every detail of 
Distorted features mark here boldly: 
Since you did not feel any love, 

You shall‘not mind love growing colder. 


The human heart can love but once. 
No bond of love our hearts is linking: 
In vain do lindens plead with us, 
Their feet in snowdrifts deeply sinking. 


Full well I know, and so do you, 

That this blue glow the moon is casting 
Present no blossom to our view 

But snow and hoarfrost everlasting. 


And we ceased loving long ago. 
You loved not me, I loved another. 
We nothing prize, but make a show 
Of love we neither feel nor suffer. 
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Ho Bce x jlacKah 4 OOHuMaH 

B nykaBou cTpacTHu novesys, 
IlycTp cepally BeYHO CHHTCA Man 
Vi Ta, 4TO HaBcerya m1OGN40 4. 


30 noxr6p2 1925 
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Enfold me though within your arms, 
Caress and kiss me, sweet and clever, 
That I may dream of spring-month charms 
And of the one I love forever. 


November 30, 1925 
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To cBuyjaHbs, pyr MOH, 0 CBHaHbA. 
MUJIbIM MOH, ThI y MCHA B py. 

I] pequa3HayueHHoe paccTaBaHbe 
O6elaeT BcTpeyy BrepemH. 


To cByyaHbaA, pyr MOH, 6e3 pyKu, 6e3 co0Ba, 
He rpyctTu u He neyaJib OpoBexn, — 

B 3TOK 2*KH3HH YMHpaTb He HOBO, 

Ho 4 XKHTb, KOHEYHO, He HOBEN, 


1925 
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Aurevoir, my frend, aurevoir. 

Dear fellow, you’re here in my breast. 
We have to part now, but this hour 
To a forthcoming meeting attests. 


Aurevorr, friend, no comment is due. 
Your gaze let no sorrow obscure— 
In this life of ours dying’s not new, 
Nor is living, of course, any newer. 


1925 
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LONGER POEMS 
HOSMbI 
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INYCrAYUEB 
OTpbIBKH H3 1109MBI 


Anatonuro Mapuenzody 


MOHOJOr XJIONYUWH 


Cymaciueqiiasd, GewieHad KpOBaBasx MyTB! 

Uo Thi? CMeptp? Mb ucljeyenbe KanekaM? 
IIponeyute, npoBeyquTe MeHs K HeMy, 

A xouy BHIETb STOFO YEOBEeKa. 

A Tpu HA MW TPH HOH HMCKal Ball yMET, 

Ty4H C ceBepa CbINayIMCb KaMCHHOH rpy]OH. 
Cnapa emy! IlycTb OH faxe He ITetp! 

Yepub ero 1060uT 3a OyHCTBO HM yalib. 

A TpH WHA MW Tp HOUN Oya NO Tponam, 

B conouule pbiyl ra3amMu yyayy, 

BetTep BOJIOCbI MOH, Kak COJIOMY, Tpenay 

VM syenamMu fo.K a o6MouauHBad. 

Ho o306neHHoe cepylile HHKOrya He 3a6NyAHTCA, 
OTy rouoBy C WeH CLUHMONT HENerKO. 
OpenOyprckas 3apaA KpacHOulepcTHOM BepOsIOAHHen 
PaCcBeTHOe POHAJIa MHE B POT MOJIOKO. 

Vs xonoqHoe KOpsxB0e BbIMA CKBO3b ThMY 
I]pywokuMaJi A, Kak xyie6, K HCTOLICHHbIM BeKaM. 
IIpopeyqute, mpoBeAHTe MeHA K HeMy, 

A XOUy BHIETh STOO YeEOBeKa. 

[ye on? ye? Hey>xesb ero HeT? 

Taxeylee, 4EM KaMHH, A HEC MOIO JYLIy. 

AX, aBHO, 3HaTb, 3a6bIJIN B STOH CTpaHe 

IIpo oTuadHHOro HETOMAA HW KYINKAa XJONYLUY. 
Cmelica, 4enOBeK! 
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PUGACHEV 
Excerpts 


To Anatoly Marienhof 


KHLOPUSHA’S MONOLOGUE 


Crazy confusion, blood-soaked and grim! 

What are you? Death? Or the healing of cripples? 
Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it. 

For three days and nights your camp I’ve been seeking. 
North clouds were stone-grey and thunderous. 
Praise to him! Even if he’s not Peter! 

The rabble adore his mettle and guts. 

For three days and nights along paths I stumbled, 
In salt lakes my eyes sought success in vain. 

My hair, like straw, by the wind was ruffled 

And thoroughly flailed by chains of rain. 

An embittered heart, though, will never be baffled, 
It’s no easy task to chop off my head. 

Dawn over Orenburg, a red-haired camel, 

Gave me sunrise milk and I was fed. 

Its firm cool udder in the twilight dim 

I pressed, like bread, to my eyelids. Quickly 

Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it. 


Where is he? Surely he must be here? 

The heart I bear is heavier than boulders. 
Folk have forgotten me, that much is clear— 
Khlopusha, the villain and desperado! 
Laugh away, fellow! 
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B Balll XMYpbIH CTaH 

TlocbinaroTca 3aMeyaTesIbHble pa3Beq4HKH. 
Bbivl A KATOp>KHHK HM apecTant, 

Bp yOumia 4 cbaJIbLUIMBOMOHETYHK. 


Ho scerja Befib, BCerfa Beb, paHO JIM, NO3AHO JIM, 
PaccTaBnaeT pacnaTa KalkKaHbI TepHHH. 
3akOBaJIM B KOJIOAKM XH BbIPBaJIH HO3ApH 

CbIny KpecTbAHHHa TBepckonw ry6epHun. 

ecaTb yeT — 

TIOHMMae Lb JIM ThI, WECATL eT? — 

TO OCTPOXKHHYAaJI A, TO OpOAsKUMIL. 

OTO Temyoe MACO HOCH CKeNeT 

Ha o6uynnky, Kak nyx ye6s>KMH. 


Uepta Jb C TOFO, YTO XOTEIIOCh MHE 2KHTb? 

UTO KeCTOKOCTBIO Cepyle ycrayio XMyPpHTbCA? 
Ax, HOporonw MOH, 

[na moMelWKa MyXKHK — 

Bce paBHO YTO OBIa, YTO KypHila. 

E>KeJHEBHO MOJIACh Ha 3€pH XKEJITHIN Fpos, 
KaHjasibI A CocayI roulyObIMH pyKaMhH... 

Bapyr... TpH HOU Ha3ajq... ryGepHaTop Penucyopn, 
Kak COpBaBLIMHCA JIHCT, 

B3yleTeJI KO MHE B KaMepy... 

«Cylyuan, KaTOp>KHHK! 

(Tak OH CKa3aJ.) 

JImuib Te6e OFHOMY NOBepto 4. 

TaM B KOBBIJIBHbIX MpocTopax peBeT rpo3a, 

OT KOTOpOH J pOXKHT BCA MMMepuas, 

TaM KaKOH-TO Ipowfoxa, MOWICHHHK H BOp 
B3qyMai B3qbIOuTb Poccuto opyon rpabuTeen, 
Vis qBopaHckne royioBbl ceyeT TONOp — 

Kak 6epe3oBble kynona 

B necuou O6uTeM. 

TbI, KOH€4YHO, CYMCCLIb BCAHTb B HELO HOXK? 
(Tak OH CKa3aq, TaK OH CKa3aJI MHE.) 

Bot 3a 9Ty yculyry TbI cBoGo7y Hanyellb 

VB KapMaHax 3a3BxAKaeT CepeOpo, a He KaMHH». 
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Sleuths of quality 

Are sent on your dismal camp to spy. 
I’ve been a jailbird and a convict, 

A murderer and a forger was I. 


But, as you know, always sooner or later 

The hour of reckoning waits with a snare. 

They clapped me in irons, tore off the nostrils 
Of this peasant lad from the land of Tver. 

For ten long years— 

Ten—want a bet on it?— 

I was convict or vagabond, down on my luck. 
This warm flesh of mine was worn by a skeleton 
For plucking, as down from a swan is plucked. 


It mattered not a damn that I wished to live, 
That my heart was weary of flinching at cruelty. 
Dear fellow, 

To the landlord a peasant is 

Of no more concern than sheep or poultry. 

I prayed to the yellow coffin of dawn, 

My fetters with blue hands I was sucking... 
Then... three nights ago... Governor Rheinsdorp 
Like a blown leaf 

Into my cell came rushing... 

‘Listen to me, prisoner! 

(His very phrase) 

For your'ears only is what I’m saying. 

A thunderstorm rages in the feather-grass plains 
From which all Imperial Russia is shaking. 
There’s an upstart there, a thief and rogue, 

Out to rouse Russia with a horde of robbers. 
Like a forest monastery’s 

Birch-wood domes 

Heads of the nobility his axe is toppling. 

Surely you could bury a knife in his back? 

(His very phrase, that’s how he put it.) 

For services rendered your freedom I’ll grant 
And not stones but silver shall line your pocket.” 
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YK TPH HOH, TPH HOUH, NpOOHBAaACh CKBO3b ThMy, 
Al MLly ero Narepb, H CIPOCHTb MHE HeKOTO. 
IIpopeyqute x, MpOBepsHTe MeHA K.HeMY, 

A xouy BHAeTb 9TOFO YeNOBeKa! 


MOHOJIOr WYrAYEBA 


Bp c yMa cou! Bai c yMa couH! BI c yma comm! 
KTO cKa3aJI BaM, UTO MbI YHHYTOXEHbI? 

3yible pTbI, KaK C NPOTyXWero NILE KOJI, 
3JIOBOHHO pbiratoT GeccTbIAHON JIOXKbIO. 

TprxgbI MpOKIAT TOT Tpyc, HeETOMAK MH 37107en, 
KTO CyM€JI OKOPMHTb Bac TaKOFO Jypbbo. 
‘Hprnye  B HOUb BbI JOJDKHbI OcesaTb NOWAaen 
V1 nonacTb 90 paccBeTa CO MHOW B T'ypbes. 

la, A 3Halo, A 3Halo, MbI B CTpalliHOHM Geze, 

Ho 3aTeM-TO H 31H Hay] TYMaHHO!O BA3bIO 
YlepeBaAHHBIMH KpbIJIbAMH MO KaClnHHcKOH Boe 
Hauiuv JOAKM 3ansellyT, Kak ne6eqn, B A3HEbO. 

O A3na, A3na! Tony6aa cTpana, 

O6OcbiInaHHad COJIbIO, MECKOM HM H3BeECTKOH. 

Tam TaK MefJIeCHHO MO He6y ejeT JIyHa, 
TlockpuHnbiBaxv KoyIecaMH, KaK KMprH3 C NOBO3KOH. 
Ho 3aT0 KTO 6bI 3Hadl, Kak 6ypJIHBO H ropyo 
CxkauyT TaM lepcTOxeJITbIe rOpHble peKH? 

He c Toro JIM TaK CBHLWYT MOHTOJIBCKHe Op]bI 
BceM TeM 2MKHM H 3JIbIM, UTO CHIMT B YeIOBeKe? 


YK ]]aBHO 4, aBHO A CKpbIBayI TOCKY 

Ilepe6patbcs Tyga, K HX KOUYIOUIMM CTaHaM, 

4T06 pa3aAlJHMH BOJIHAMH HX CBepKaloulHXx CKyJI 
CtTaTb kK mpefzyBepbamM Poccuu, Kak TeHb TamMepsiaHa. 
Tak KaKOH ke MOLUCHHHK, MpOxBOcT H 3y10eh 
OKOpMMHJI Bac GeccTbIHOM TpyCJIHBOK Jypbio? 
HbIHye X B HOUb BbI JOJKHbI OceaTb NOWATen 

Vs nonactTb 90 paccBeTa CO MHOHO B Types. 
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For three days and nights, through ways dark and grim 
His camp I’ve been seeking without a guide. Quickly 
Lead me to his presence, lead me to him, 

I want to see the man in the thick of it! 


PUGACHEV’S MONOLOGUE 


Have you lost your wits? Have you lost your wits? 
Whoever told you it’s crushed, our rebellion? 
Foul mouths, like rotting food bags, emit 
Evil-smelling lies, shamelessly belching. 

A triple curse on the cowardly wretch 

‘Who stuffed your heads with such stupid lies. 
This very night you must mount horse and get 
To Guriev with me before sunrise. 

I know very well we’re in a grave plight. 

With all the more furious indignation 

Through the Caspian mist our boats will ply 
Their wing-oars, heading, like swans, for Asia. 
Asia, Asia! Land of blue skies, 

Strewn with white lime, salt and sand dunes. 
The moon there as slowly through heaven rides 
As a Kirghiz driving his creaking waggon. 

But then do you know how turbulently, proudly 
The yellow-fleece mountain torrents there leap? 
Is that not why Mongol hordes so loudly 
Whistle with that fury which is buried deep? 


For a long time now it has been my desire 

To join there the nomads and astride the rushing 
Waves of their gleaming cheekbones to rise, 

Like Tamerlaine’s ghost, on the threshold of Russia. . 
Who was the rogue, the villainous wretch, 

Fooled you with shameless cowardly lies? 

This very night you must mount horse and get 

To Guriev with me before sunrise. 
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Boxe MOH, 4TO A CJIbILLIY? 

Ka3ak, 3€MOJI4H! 

A 3aTKHY TBOIO POTKYy HOXKOM HiJib BbICTpeJIOM... 
Hey>2keJIH MW BIpaBAy OT3BEHEH MCU? 
Hey>keJIb 3TO MJlaTa 3a BCe, 4TO A BbICTpayasi? 
Hert, HeT, HeT, He NOBepio, He MOxXxeET ObITB! 

He Ha TO BbI B3pacTaJIM B CTEMHbIX CTaHHax, 
Hykakue yrpo3bl CypoBon CyqbG6bI 

He OJDKHbI Bac 3aACTaBHTh CMHPHTBCA, 

BbI JOJDKHbI pa3XKHTaTb ele OOJbIUIe TOT B3BOH, 
Koryja BeTep MeTeJIAMH C HalllHx CTpaH JLyJ... 


Cmeuio x K Kacmuto! Cmejo 3a MHOH! 
OK BbI, COTHHKH, CJIyYWaTb KOMaHyy! 

... JoporHve MOH... XOP-pOulHe... 

Oto cnyynnoch? Uto crayynsoca? ATO cilyunsoch? 
KTO Tak CTpallHO BH3XKHT H XOXOUeT 

B mpHfOpooKHy!o rpA3b HM CbIpOCcTh? 
KTO XHXHKaeT TaM HCNOUTHLILKA, 
3N06HO OTIVJICBbIBaACh OT COJIHIa? 

,.. AX, ITO OCEHb! 

TO OCeHb BbITPAXHBAeT H3 MCLIKA 
UekaHeHHble CeHTAOpeM YEpBOHUBI. 
Aa! Torn6 2! 

TIipuxogut ac... 

Mosr, Kak BOCK, KalJleT rlyxoO, PyXxo... 
... ITO OHa! 

STO OHa NOAKyNMJia Bac, 

3jlad MW noyadt OOOpBaHHad CTapyxa. 
SOTO OHA, OHa, OHA, 

Pa3MeTaB CBOH BOJIOCHI 3apero 3bIGKOH, 
XoueT, 4TO6 cruOJla pomHaAd CTpaHa 
Tlog ee HeBeceION XOJIOMHOM yIbIOKOH. 


[ye x Thi? Ie K ThI, ObIIadt MOLI? 
XOuUEllIb BCTATb — MH PyKOIO HE MOXELIb JBHHYTbC#! 
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Heavens, what’s that I hear? 

Cossack, shut your mouth! 

I’ll silence your tongue with a knife or bullet... 
Can it be our swords no longer strike out? 

Is this the reward for all I put up with? 

I do not believe it, this cannot be! 

Not for this you grew in Cossack villages. 
However nienacing your destiny 

Never should it bend or cow your spirits. 
Your task is to make the loud how! increase 
Which the whirlwind carried from all our borders... 


Boldly to the Caspian go! Follow me! 
All you captains there, heed my orders! 


...My dear, dear fellows ... my fine companions... 
What is the matter? What is the matter? 

Who is it out there shrieks so madly, 

Guffawing by the roadside in the darkness? 
Who is it chuckles there like an old hag, 

At the rays of the sun malevolently spitting? 


..1t is the autumn! 

Shaking from her bag 

The coins of gold September has minted. 
My time will soon be up! 

I shall fall... 

My brain, like wax, drips away dully... 

.. It’s autumn, 

Yes, autumn has bribed you all, 

The ragged harridan, as base as she is ugly. 
It’s her, it’s her, her locks meanwhile 

She flings back with a pale dawn flourish, 
In the light of her frosty and cheerless smile 
Wishing our native land to perish. 


Where are you? Where’s that old strength of mine? 
I want to get up—but my hand’s not gripping! 
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TFOuOcTb, FOHOCTb! Kak MaHcKasv HOUb, 

OT3BeHeJIa ThI YEPEMyXOH B CTEMHOK MpOBHHL|HH. 

BoT BCIJIbIBaeT, BCIJIbIBAaeT CHHb HOUHAA Hay JOHOM, 
TAHeET MATKOFO rapblo C CyXHx Nepesecuu, 

3OJIOTOKO H3BECTKOM Haj] HA3CHBKHM JOMOM 

Bpbi3xKeT WIMpOKHH H TeMJIbIM MecaLl, 

T'ye-To xpuHnmyio MH HEXOTA KyKapeKHET NeTyx, 

B pBaHble HO3ApH MbIJIbIO YHXHET OKOJINIA, 

Vi Bee asiblle, BCe able, BCTPeBOXKHBIUH COHHbIM JT, 
bexKUT KOJOKOJIBYHK, MOKa 3a TOPOHK HE packoneTca. 
Boxe Mon! 

Hey>ken npuuisa nopa? 

Hey2keb nog AYWON Tak Ke Nafaelb, Kak NOW HOWeH? 
A Ka3aJIOCb.,. Ka3ayIOcb elle Byepa... 

Yjoporve MOH... JOporue... xOp-poulnHe... 


Mapr—aezycr 1921 
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Youth, my youth! Like a May-month night 

In the flowering steppeland away youre slipping. 
Over the Don see the blue night rising, 

A soft burning smell.the dry woodland breathes. 
The moon, like golden lime, broadly shining 

Over the cottages casts its beams. 

A hoarse cock somewhere is reluctantly crowing, 
Dust in torn nostrils makes the neighbourhood sneeze. 
Jingle-bells waking the meadow are going 

Away to the hills where they’re lost in trees. 

O God! 

Has my time really come today? 

Can the soul bring you down, as a heavy pack can? 
Yet it seemed... why, it seemed only yesterday... 
My dear, dear fellows... my fine companions... 


March-August 1921 
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JIEHHH 
O7psIBOK H3 NoOoMBI «Dy 1AH-nose» 


Eye 3aKOH He OTBepyeu, 
CrTpaHa WIyMHT, Kak Henorojla. 
XJIECTHY1a WEp3KoO 3a Npepet 
Hac oTpaBuBuas cBoooja. 


Poccua! Cepally MHJIbIM Kpan! 
Tyuia CKMMaeTCA OT GON. 

YX CKOJIbKO JleT He CJIBILUMT None 
IleTyuibe neube, necun san. 


YK CKOJIbKO JICT Halll THXHK ObIT 
Y1paTH MMpHble riarojipl. 

Kak OCNOM, AMaMH KOMIbIT 
M3pbITbI nacTOuua HW AOJbI. 


HeMoJIuHbIM TONOT, PPOMKHK CTOH, 
BH3KaT TauaHKH H TeslerH. 

Y KEJIb A CIJIKO H BEXKY COH, 

UTo C KOMbAMH CO BCeX CTOPOH 
Hac oxpy>xafoT neyeHerHn? 

He Con, He COH, A BHXKY BbABB, 
Huuem He ycbInJIeHHbIM B31 0M, 
Kak, IOWafen NycKaad BIaBb, 
OTpaAbI CKauyT 3a OTPAOM. 

Kyyja Onn? HW rye Bonna? 

CrTemHad BO[b He BHEMJICT COBY. 
He 3Habo, CBeTHT JIM JIyYHa 

Vinb BcaqHuK O6POHH NOAKOBYy? 
Bce ciytTasioc... 
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LENIN 


Excerpt from Gulyai-Polye 


Not yet is law solidified, 

The country seethes as in rough weather. 
We're drunk with freedom, quite beside 
Ourselves, excited beyond measure. 


Dear Russia! Land close to my heart! 

I wince from pain that is heart-searing, 
So long have your fields not been hearing 
The cockerel crow and farmdog bark. 


For many years has peace deserted 

The even tenor of our life. 

The earth is pockmarked by hooves hurtling 
Across your fields in ceaseless strife. 


The thudding and the groans, the screech 
Of waggons and machine-gun carriages. 
Can I be dreaming in my sleep 

That Pechenegs from all sides leap 
Upon us, with their spears to harry us? 
No, I’m not dozing, this is no 

Dream vision when a fellow’s nodding: 
Over the hill the horses flow 

As squadron gallops after squadron. 

But whither bound? To war? But where? 
The smoothly rolling steppe is silent. 

Is at anew moon shining there 

Or a bright shoe lost by a nder? 

All’s muddled... 
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Ho noua B30p: 

CrTpany poyHyto B Kpaii 3 Kpaa, 
OrHemM H caOsIAMH CBepKaa, 
Mex OycoGHbIi pBeT pa3yop. 


Poccusx — 

CTpalliHbIM, 4yQHbIM 3BOH. 

B qepeBbax Gepe3b, B IBeTh — NOACHEXKHMK. 
OrTkyj\a 3aKaTHJICA OH, 

Te6x BCTpeBOXKHBILIHH MATEKHHK? 
Cypospii renui! Ou Mena 
BneyeT He No cBoex cburype. 

OH He CajiWJICA Ha KOHA 

Vi ue netey Hasctpeuy 6ype. 
Criieya royioB OH He pyOu, 

He oOpatiyjan B noGer nexoty. 
OHO B yOUMcTBe OH 1106H1 — 
IlepenesHHyto OXxoTy. 


JI Hac ycuOBeH CTaJI repon, 

MbI J1K06MM TeX, UTO B YEPHbIX MaCKax, 
A OH C CONJIHNBOH JIeTBOPOK 

3MMOH KaTaJIcA Ha Camla3Kax. 

V1 He HOCHII OH TeX BOJOC, 

UTO JIbIOT ycnex Ha 2*KeCHLJMH TOMHbIX, — 
OH C JIbICHHOW, KaK MNOHOC, 

Taye CKpOMHeH M3 CaMbIX CKPOMHBIX. 
SacTeCHUMBbIN, MPOCTOHM HM MHIIbIN, 

OH Bpopfe CbHHKCa Mpefo MHOH. 

A He MOMMY, KaKOro CHION 

CyMeJI NOTPACTb OH LWIap 3eEMHOM? 

Ho on norpsc... 

Iilymu u Ben! 

KpyTH caupenen, Henoroja, 

CmbIiBal C HeCuacTHOroO Hapoya 

Ilo3s0p ocTporos x WepksBen. 


bpiyia Nopa *KeCTOKHX JIeT, 
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But it’s clear as dawn: 

With fire and sword this mother country 
Of mine from one end to the other 

By internecine strife is torn. 


My Russia— 

Awesome tocsins ring. 

Bright silver birch, white snowdrops swelling. 
Whence came he, of what origin 

Was he who roused you to rebellion? 

So stern a genius! What draws 

Me is not his imposing figure. 

He did not leap upon a horse, 

Fly with the wind and fight with vigour. 
He did not hack off warriors’ heads 

And rout the foe. With shot and cartridge 
One form alone of dealing death 

He loved and that was shooting partridge. 


The standard hero in our eyes 

Wears a black mask—but he in winter 
Would go careering down a rise 

Astride a sledge with noisy children. 

He lacked that hair style which they say 
Makes feminine resistance crumble. 

His pate was bald, bare as a tray, 

And no one breathed an air more humble. 
Shy, kind and simple in behaviour 

He is a man who makes me ask: 

Where did he draw strength to be able 

To shake the whole world in his grasp? 
Shake it he did... 

Wind, roar and rage! 

Stormwind, more fiercely whirl and whistle! 
The infamy of priest and prison 

From luckless people wash away! 


There was a cruel run of years, 
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Hac necTospasin 3J1ble yiambl, 
Ha nonpuuye KpecTbaAHCKHX Gey, 
[[penw HMMepcKHe Catpalipl. 


e e e e e e o e 


Mouapxua! 3noseljun cmpap! 
BekaM# IJIN NMpbI 3a NHpoM, 

MH npogas ByacTb apucTOKpaT 

IT poMbiuyieHHuikaM HM OaHKypaM. 
Hapoj cTouad, 4 B 9Ty *KyTb 
CTpaHa «jaya KOro-HH6yQpb... 

V1 on npauedi. 


OH MOLJHbIM CJIOBOM 

TIlopey’ Hac BCex K HCTOKaM HOBbIM. 
OH HaM CKa3ay: «ATO6 KOHYMTh MYKH, 
Bepute Bce B pa6oubH pyKH. 

ya Bac cnaceHba G6ONbIIe HET — 

Kak Balla BylaCTb H Ball CoBeT». 


Vi MbI NOLJIM NO] BU3r MeTeJIN, 
Kya ryia3a ero rnayenu: 
TJowu Tyya, rye Buyer OH 
OcBo6ox*eHbe BCex MEME... 


Vi BOT OH yep... 

IInau qocayeu. 

He cylaBaT My3bI royioc 6e7,. 

V3 MeqHOouIarouHx TpoMayHH 
CayiKoT NOCJIeHHM Jaye, Wayeu. 
Toro, KTO cmac Hac, 6O7bUIe HET. 
Ero yx HET, a Te, KTO BxKHBEe, 

A Te, KOO OCTaBHIJI OH, 

Crpany B 6ylIyrollem pa3sHBe 
JompKHbI 3€KOBbIBaTb B OTOH. 


7] Hux He CKa>Kelllb: 
«JIJEeHHH yMep!» 


309 


In evil’s clutches we were nourished 
And, profiting from peasant tears, 


The monarchy! Obnoxious trash! 

For ages banquet followed banquet 
And nobles traded power for cash 

To manufacturers and bankers. 

The people groaned and in sore plight 
All Russia hoped that someone might 
Come... And he came. 


With words of power 

He gave us strength to match the hour 
And said: ‘“To end your suffering 

In workers’ hands take everything. 
Nothing can save you now except 
Your own rule and your Soviet.” 


And onwe strode, the blizzard braving, 
In the direction he was gazing in, 

After the man who could foresee 

The day all nations would be free. 


And now he’s dead... 

The moans are jarring. 

Woe from the Muse no sound can draw. 
To the farewell salute we hearken 
Which heavy guns are barking, barking. 
The one who saved us is no more. 

He lives no longer—but the living, 

All those whom Lenin left behind 

Must this land, seething like a river 

In full spate, in strong concrete bind. 


For them he has not died, 
Has Lenin. 
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Vx cMepTb kK TOCKE He NpHBelia. 
Euje cypoBek 4 yrpromer 
OHH TBOpAT eFo jes... 


1924 
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Death’s anguish does not cloud their view. 


More sternly to their task now bending 
They do what Lenin meant to do... 


1924 
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AHHA CHErHHA 


A. BopoxncKkomy 


«Ceno, 3HauHT, Hale — Pajyono, 
7[Bopos, nounTah, WBa cTa. 
Tomy, KTO ero OrAqbIBad, 

II pHATCTBeEHHbI Hal MECTa. 
BoraTbI MbI JIECOM MH BOJbK, 
EctTb nacT6Ona, eCTb Nova. 

V1 mo Bcemy yrojybro 

Pacca>xxKeHbI TOMO JIA. 


MbI B Ba>KHble OY4eHb HE JIE3eM, 
Ho Bce xe HaM CYUaCThE aHo. 
J[BopbI y Hac KpbITbI 2Ke1e30M, 
Y kakKOro cajl H ryMHo. 

Y Kaxkgoro KpallleHbI CTaBHH, 
I]o npa3qHuKaM MSCO H KBAaC. 
Heyjapom koryja-To ucnpaBHHk 
JIro6uH1 NOTOCTHTh Yy Hac. 


O6poOKH IW1laTHJIH MbI K CpoKy, 

Ho — rpo3Hbii CyqbaA — cTaplinva 
Bcerya npH6anyan kK O6poKy 

IIo Mepe MyKH H Mena. 

Vs uto6 u36exaTb Hamacrth, 
M3nuuiek HaM 6bIn 6e3 TarOT. 

Pa3 — BylaCTH, Ha TO OHM HM ByIacTH, 
A MBI JIMIUb NpocTonw Hapog. 
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ANNA SNEGINA 


To A. Voronsky 


1 


‘fA nice-sized village is Radovo, 

I reckon, two hundred farms. 

You don’t need more than a glance to know 
It isn’t without its charms. 

We're well off for wood and water, 

There’s pasture land too, and fields, 

And poplars along the borders— 

All specially planted trees. 


‘We don’t like to boast, but truly 
At fortune we can’t feel sore— 
There’s no farm without tin roofing, 
An orchard, a threshing-floor, 

And everyone has gay shutters, 

On holidays—meat and kvass. 

No wonder the district officer 
Would always.stop by for a-glass. 


“We'd never be late with quit-rent 

But the head man—he wielded power— 
Would always demand in addition 

A measure of millet or flour. 

And so to avert disaster 

We'd pay up—for it’s no joke— 

A master is always master 

And we are just common folk. 
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Ho mroau — bce rpelluHble Ayuin. 
Y MHOrHXx ryia3a — UTO KJIbIKH. 
C cocequen JepeBHu Kpvywin 
KOCHJINCb Ha HaC MYXKHKH,. 
XKuTbe y HHX GbINO NIOXoe — 
TIouTH BCA TepeBHA BCKaYb 
Tlaxana O0HOM COXOrFO 

Ha nape 3ae3>xKeHHbIX KJIAY. 


Kaknx yk TYT KJaTb OOHIINH, — 
Boia ObI Tyla *KMBa. 

YkpagKoM OHH pyOuNH 

113 Hawero seca 2posa. 
OjHaxXx]IbI MbI HX 3actTaJin... 

OHM B TONODpBI, MbI TOX. 

OT 3B0Ha H CKpexeTa CTaJIH 

IIo Teyly KaTHJIaCb [pOx%*b. 


B cKaHjjasie YOHHCTBOM MaxHeT. 
V1 B Hallly WB HX BHHYy 

Bapyr KTO-TO H3 HHX Kak axHeT! — 
Vi cpa3y yOu cTapuinny. 

Ha Halen ObigqnacTonw cxoyKe 
MbI fesly yCIOBHJIM LWHpb. 
Cynym. 3a6nun B KOJIONKH 

V1 pecaTb ycnanu B Cu6nps. 

C Tex Nop H y Hac Heypabl. 
CkaTuyaCb CO CYaCTbA BOK Ka. 
IJOuTH 4TO TpH roma Kpany 

Y Hac TO maylex, TO NOxKap». 


+ 


TakHe meuaJIbHble BecT™u 
Bo3HHla MHe MeJI BeCb MyTp. 
A B payOBCKHe MmpeymMectTba 
Exay Tora OTHOXHYTb. 
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‘‘But people are all born sinners, 

And some eyes are sharper than tusks. 
The men of the neighbouring village, 
Kriusha, had eyes on us. 

Their life was nothing to talk of— 

For ploughing the most they could raise 
Was a couple of clapped-out horses 
And a plough that had seen better days. 


‘So how could they dream of plenty— 
They were happy to stay alive. 

Our forest with axes they’d enter 

And chop trees down on the sly. 

We caught them one day red-handed 
With axes—we had ours too. 

The clatter as axe on axe landed 

Sent chills down your spine, right through. 


“The fray bore a whiff of murder. 
Neither side was quite free of guilt 
When one of them without further 
Ado our head man killed. 

Our villagers met to settle 

The details to tie up the case. 

The judge sent ten men in fetters 

To Siberia for a space. 

Since then things have all gone to ruin, 
Our fortune has slipped the rein. 

For three years just trouble’s been brewing— 
Fire, cattle pest, then fire again.” 


With such dismal stories the driver 
Regaled me along the night road: 
In Radovo I had decided 

To rest for a while and lie low. 
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Bonua MHe BCIO Aylly M3'beva. 
3a YeH-TO UyKOHM HHTepec 
CrTpeuau A B MHe 6IM3KOe TeO 
V1 rpyabio Ha Opata s1e3. 

A NOHAN, TO A — HIpyllKa, 

B TbIyy 2*e KyNUbI ja 3HaTh, 

V1, TBepfO NPOCTHBLIMCh C MylikKaMH, 
PeuiM JMIUb B CTHXax BOCBATb. 
A Opocus! MOF BHHTOBKy, 
Kynug ce6e «nnny»1, H BOT 

C TaKOl0-TO NOATOTOBKONK 

A setpetun 17-H ron. 


CBo6oja B3MeETHY1aCb HEHCTOBO, 
V1 B pO30B0-CMpaqHOM OrHe 
Torgja Hay, CTpaHoro KasIM@cTBOBaJI 
KepeHCKHH Ha 6€J1I0M KOHE. 
Bonna «0 KOH a», «tO no6eybI». 
Vi Ty Ke CepMaAXKHYLO paTb 
TIpoxBocTbI 4 apMoespI 
CroHasH Ha (PpOHT yMuparT. 

Ho Bce xe He B3AJI A wunary... 
Ilo, rpoxoT 4 peB MopTup 
Y[pyryto ABH A OTBary — 

Bb NepBbIM B CTpaHe AesepTup. 


+ 


Jjopora JOBOJIBHO xopolaa, 
I]puatHas xXnajjHad 3BeHb. 

JlyHa 301IOTOFO NOpoIero 
Ocbinasia Jjajib JepeBeHb. 

«Hy, BOT OHO, Haute PagosBo, — 
IIpomonsun Bo3HHIja, — 

3yec! 

HeyapomM 4 jomayy BKay{bIBas 
3a HOPOB ee HM CIeCc. 

I]o3B0Nb, rpaxk{aHHH, Ha Yanko. 


1 «Jluna» — nognoxHbit WOKyMeHT. — Tipu. C. Ecennna. 
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The war had quite eaten my heart out. 
For other men’s gain and delight 

I'd shot at my own blood brothers 
And killed them in hand-to-hand fight. 
I’d been just a pawn the merchants 
And nobles had fooled all along. 

I swore not with guns but with verses 
I’d wage battle from now on. 

I threw down my rifle, provided 
Myself with a set of false docs, 

And there was I—ready for nineteen 
Seventeen with its turmoil and shocks. 


Up freedom sprang, furiously raging. 
Through gun smoke streaked with fire 
Upon a white horse like a caliph 

Came riding Kerensky Esquire. 

It was war “‘to the finish’, “‘to victory”. 
And still the same peasant tribe 

Were driven by scoundrels and lickspits 
Into frontline trenches to die. 

Well, I didn’t reach out for my sabre... 
As mortar bombs burst into flame 

I found other ways to show bravery— 
The first to desert I became. 


The road’s quite a good one, the tingling 
Night air is agreeably chill. 

The moon with gold powder is sprinkling 
The village that clings to the hill. 

“Well, here it is, this is Radovo,” 

The driver announced. 

“We're there! 

We've made it in good time, haven’t we? 
I drove the horse hard for the fare. 
You'll not grudge a tip, will you, mister? 
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Bam K MeJIbHHKy Hajjo? 

Tak BoHl!.. 

A TpeOyro c Bac 6e3 H3JIMLIKa 
3a WaybHHM TaKOM MporoH». 


Taro COPOKOBKy. 

«Mano! » 

Jaro eile WBayWarth. 

«Het!» 

TakKOHW OTBPpaTHTeJIbHbIN MaJIbIM. 
A MaJIOMy TpHyaTb Jer. 

«]Ja YTO XK ThI? 

Vimeelllb JIM Ayuy? 

3a 4TO ThI Cc MEHA rpebelllb?» 
Vi MuHe OTBEYUAET TYLA: 
«Ceroqua 110xaeA POXb. 
jaBpaiiTe ellje He3BOHKHX 
lecaTOK WJib WITYYeK WeCTh — 
A BbIMbW B WIHHKe C€AMOrOHKH 
3a Balle 3ROPOBLe H ECT...» 


+ 


V1 BOT 4 Ha MEJIbHHILE... 
EjJIbHHK 

OcbilaH CBC4UbMH CBETJIAKOB. 
OT payOcTH cTapbIi MeJIBHHK 
He MOXET CKa3aTb JIBYX CJIOB: 
«Loy6unk! Jia Tb! 1H? 
Cepryxa! 

O36, 4an? Tloqu npogpor? 
7Ja cTaBb TBI CKopee, cTapyxa, 
Ha ctoyl camMopap H nupor! » 


B ampeye npo3s6HyTb TpyAHO, 
OcoG6eHHO Tak B KOHIE. 

Bblyl Beyep 3a, yYMYMBO 4yfHbIN, 
Kak pykbsA ybi6Ka B JIN. 
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The miller’s, you said? 

There it is!... 

I’m not asking anything extra 
For a journey as long as this.”’ 


I paid forty roubles. 

‘You're joking!” 

Then twenty more. 

“Still won’t do!” 

Indeed, a repulsive fellow, 

And barely turned thirty, too. . 
‘Hey, have you no conscience?” I asked him. 
‘You're wanting to fleece me, why?” 
He said without shifting his carcass: 
‘We had a bad crop of rye. 

And that’s why I tell you to give me 
Ten more or, well, six, if you think— 
And later tonight in raw spirit 

Your very good health Pll drink...” 


+ 


Now I’m at the mill... 

The fir grove 

With glow-worms is candle-bright. 
The old miller can’t get a word out, 
He’s overcome with delight: 

‘Sergei, my dear fellow! Tea, maybe, 
To thaw you out? What a surprise! 
Come, wife, let’s have on the table 
The samovar and some pies!” 


It’s not a bone-freezer is April, 
Especially at the month-end. 
The fine pensive dusk resembled 
The smiling face of a friend. 
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OG6BbATEA MeJIBHHKa KpyTHI, 
OT HHX 3apeBeT H MepBEDB, 
Ho Bce xe B NNOXHe MHHYTHI 
TIpHATHO Apy3en MMeTb. 


«OrTkyya? Hagonro 1H?» 

«Ha roy». 

«Hy, 3Ha4HT, JpyxKHye, ryan! 
Cum JI€ETOM rpH6os H arog 

Y Hac XOTb B MOCKBy OTOaBIIAH. 
Vi quun 37ecb, 6patell, Fo uepta, 
Cama Tak nog Mopox H mperT. 
TIloqyMat Befb TOJILKO... 
UerpepToin 

Te6Osa He BHaJIN MbI Trop...» 


Beceyja OKOHYeHA... 

UnHHO 

MBI BbINWJIM BECbh CaMOBap. 
IIlo-cTapomy c wIy60K OBYHHHOK 
Vay « Ha CBOM CeHOBaI. 

Vay 4 pa3spocluiMMcsa cayoM, 
JIMWO 3ayeBaeT CHpeHb. 

TaK MHJI MOMM BCIbIXHYBLUMM B3rJId aM 
CoctTapHBUIMHCA MJIeTeHb. 
Korjla-To y TOM BOH KaJIHTKH 
Mhe 6bIJIO LWecTHamWaTb Jer, 

Vs yepylika B Genonw HakHyKe 
Cka3ayia MHe JIacKOBO: «Hert!» 
lanekue, Musible Ob. 

ToT o6pa3 BO MHE HE yrac... 
MbI BCE B STH TOP bI AHOGHIIN, 
Ho Masio KOOMIJIN Hac, 


2 


«Hy To xe! Bcrapan, Cepryua! 
Ee 4 3aps He Tekyia, 
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The miller had strong embraces— 
A bear would how] in their squeeze. 
But any friend is a comfort 

In times as troubled as these. 


‘‘Where have you been? Are you staying 
For long?” “For a year.” 

“Fine!” he cried. 

‘The berries and mushrooms this summer 
Could keep all Moscow supplied. 

There’s wild fowl here in plenty, 

No need to aim—birds flock past. 

Come to think of it, it’s already 

Four years 

Since we saw you last...” 


The talking was over... 

Duly 

We drank a whole samovar dry. 

As of old with a sheepskin overcoat 

To the hayloft I retired. 

I passed through the overgrown orchard, 
A lilac bough brushed against 

My cheek, sweet memories were brought back 
By the sight of the tumbledown fence. 

It was here by that very gate standing 
That a lad of sixteen or so 

Heard a girl in a snow-white mantle 

In accents caressing say no. 

Those dear long-gone years! Her image is 
As bright now as ever it was... 

So much love we had then for others, 

But others had little for us. 


2 


‘“‘Come on, Sergei! Time you were rising! 
My missus was up before dawn 
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Ctapyxa 3a MHJIyfo AyLly 
Onaybes Te6e HanekJia. 

A cam-TO cenmyac yeny 

K nomelnue CHerHwHon... 
Eis 

Buepa HacTpenan a K OGeny 
TIpekpacneninx zynenen». 


IIpuset Te6e, 2*H3HH JeHHHLa! 
Bcrato, OffeBaroch, Hy. 
ZIbIMKOM OTAaeT pocaHHia 

Ha a6n0Hax GesbIx B Cajly. 

+1 WyMatro: 

Kak mpekpacHa 

SemiJiA 

V1 Ha HeH YeNOBEK. 

Vs cKOsIbKO C BOAHOM HECYACTHbIX 
Y ponos Tenepb H Kasek! 

Vs CKONbKO .3apbITO B AMax! 

Vs CKONbKO 3apowr elle! 

V1 u4yBCTByro B CKysilax YIpAMbIX 
JKECTOKYFO CyOpry Lek, 


Hert, Het! 

He nonpy HaBekn! 

3a TO, YTO KaKasw-TO Mpa3b 
Bpocaet coyjaty-Kayieke 
IIaTak HJIH PPHBeCHHHK B rpsx3b. 


«Hy, qo6poe yTpo, crapyxa! 

TbI 4TO-TO HEMHOYPO Casa...» 

Vs CiIbILY CKBO3b KallleJIb rylyXxO: 
«Teja ofoesn, Wesa. 

yY Hac 3f[eCb TeNepb HECIOKOHMHO. 
Vicnapuuon Bce 3al[Beso. 
CIJIOUIHbIe MY KHUK He BOMHbI — 
Tlepytca cesIoM Ha ceuio. 

Cama «A CBOMMH yllaMu 
Cyibixayia OT MpHxO2KaH: 

To paqOBues ObroT KpHylane, 
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And fritters galore she’s been frying 
The cockles of your heart to warn. 
I’m off now to call on Snegina 

The landowner... 

Yesterday 

I shot her a brace of splendid 
Young snipe and I mustn't delay.”’ 


Hail to you, star of life’s dawning! 

I rise, dress, and off I go. 

A fine mist of dew in the orchard 
Shrouds the apple-trees, white as snow. 
I think to myself: 

How splendid 

Is the Earth 

And her tenant—mankind! 

And how many war-scarred wretches 
Come home now crippled and blind! 
How many in graves lie buried 

And how many more shall die! 

I felt my jaw tighten with fury 

And a red fog cloud my eye. 


No, no! 

I shall never accept this— 

That scum, condescendingly smug, 
Shall throw me, a crippled war veteran, 
A copper or two in the mud. 


‘““Good morning to you there, good woman! 
A little off colour?’ She frowned 

And, coughing, she commented dully: 
“It’s work, son, that’s getting me down. 
We've no peace here, all’s in disorder, 
The men blowing hot and then cold, 
The villages everywhere warring, 

The peasants at each other’s throats. 
There isn’t a day that passes 

Without news of some attack: 

Today Radovo goes and bashes them, 
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To payOBUb! ObIOT KpHylaH. 

A BCe 3TO, 3HaYHT, 6e3BIAacTbe. 
IIporuasiu Wap... 

Tak BOT... 

TlocbinajIvcb Bce HamacTu 

Ha Halll Hepa3yMHbIM Hapog. 
OTKpbIJIM 3a4eM-TO OCTPOrH, 
37ofees MYCTHJIN JIMXHX, 

Tenepb Ha 60bLUOK Opore 
TIoKoro He 3Hak OT HMX. 

Bot Toxe, qonycTum... C Kpnyun... 
Vx Hy>KHO 6 B TIOPbMy 3a TIOPbMOH, 
OHH XK, BOPOBCKHe AYUIH, 
BepHyJIMCb ONATb JOMOH. 

Y HMX TaM ecTb IIpon Orno6nH, 
ByJQbDKHUK, [pauyH, rpyOuan. 
OH BeYHO Ha BCex O371061eH, 

C yTpa no HeyesaM MbAH. 

Vs Harno B TpeTbeBOM rope, 
Korya O6bABHIN BOMHY, 

IIpv BceM YeCTHOM Hapoge 

YOu TONOpOM CTapuIMHy. 

TaKHx Tenlepb ThICAYH CTajIO 
TBOpHTb Ha CBOOose FHyCcb. 
IIponana Paces, nponadia... 
TIlorn6na KopMuanua Pycp...» 


4 BCNOMHHJI paccKa3 BO3HHIbI 
V, B3aB CBOFO LUJIANY MU TPOCTh, 
Tlowien MyXXHKaM NOKJIOHHTECA, 
Kak CTapbIM 3HaKOMBIM H Focrts. 
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May rony6oro Jopoxkon 

V1 Bay — HaBCTpeuy MHe 
HecetTca MOM MeJIbHHK Ha pox Kax 
IIo pbixsion ele WesHHe. 
«Cepryxa! 3a Muylyto Ayury! 
Ilocton, 1 Te6e paccKaxy! 
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Tomorrow Kriusha hits back. 

It adds up to lawlessness, doesn’t it? 
They drove out the Tsar... 

Now look there... 

There isn’t a single misfortune 

Our foolish folk have been spared. 

They opened the jails for some reason 
And let the wild criminals out. 

Good folk cannot travel in peace on 
The high road with such men about. 
They freed that lot too... from Kriusha... 
What they need is a good long stretch, 
But that bunch of rogues, thieves and ruffians 
Are now back at home like the rest. 
There’s one of them called Pron Ogloblin, 
A ruffian, a chap who has sunk 

To endless brawling and squabbling, 
And for weeks at a time he’s drunk. 
Just three years ago, quite brazenly— 
The great war had started too— 

In full view of everyone, crazily 

With an axe the head man he slew. 
There are thousands like him, no better, 
Who are free to commit abuse. 

Russia has gone to the devil... 

It’s done for, is old mother Russ...”’ 


What the driver had said, I remembered, 
So taking a stick and my hat 

I went off to doff it to the peasants, 

As a friend dropping in for a chat. 
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On down the blue footpath strolling 

I saw someone coming full tilt— 

My miller in his droshky bowling 
Towards me across open fields. 

‘Sergei, my dear chap! Stop, it’s vital! 
There’s something you simply must know. 
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Cenuac! jan nonpaBuTb BOxKxy, 
II]oTom 4 Te6a orsioyuly. 

Yero XK TbI MH€ YTPOM HH CJIOBa? 

XI CHeErHHbIM Tak H 6psak: 

I]pvexaJI KO MHE, MOJI, BECeJIbIN 
OHH MOJIOQON Uyak. 

(OHM KO MHe OYeCHb XKCNAaHHBI, 

SI 3HarOo MX JeECATH JIT.) 

A JOUb HX 3amMy2KHAA AHHAa 
Crpocuiaa: 

— He ToT JIM, nost? 

— Hy, qa — rosopw, — OH CaMBbIi. 
— BsJIOH,HH? 

— Hy, koneyHo, 6n0HquH! 

— C KyJ)pABbIMH BOsIOCaMH? 

— 3a6aBHbIn Takon rocnoynH! 

— Korja OH npuexan? 

— Heyasuo. 

— Ax, MaMO4UKa, 9TO OH! 

TbI 3HaeLIb. 

OH 6bIJ1 3a6aBHO 

Korjja-TO B Me€HS BJIKOOJIEH. 

Bb] CKPOMHbIM TaKOH MaJIbuMIKa, 
A HBIHYE... 

TIO X THI... 

Bot... 

IIucateup... 

VM3BeCTHaA WIHLUIKAa... 

be3 Mpocn6pl yx K HaM HE IIpHyeT». 


Vi MeJIbHMK, Kak OyATO c noGesbI, 
JlykaBo NpyuinypHa ras: 

«Hy, naqHo! IIpoujan 70 o6ena! 
Tpyroe clepxy mpo 3anac», 


A wien mo AOpore B Kpnyuiy 

V1 Tpoctsto cuiM6asl 3es1eHA. 
Huy4To He MpOOHWJIOCb MHE B JyUly, 
HvuTo He CMyTHJIO MeHA. 
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Just wait while I sort out the bridle. 

I’]] tell you and then you can go. 

Why didn’t you warn me this moming 

At Snegina’s to shut my trap? 

‘I’ve got a young joker staying with me,’ 
I told them, ‘an odd sort of chap.’ 
(They’ve always been very agreeable 

To me—why, I’ve known them ten years.) 
And their daughter Anna, who’s married, 
Asked: 

‘Is it the poet who’s here?’ 

“Yes, itis,’ I replied, ‘that’s the fellow.’ 
“He’s fair-haired?’ 

‘As fair as they come!’ 

‘With locks running riot, all curly?’ 

“Why, yes, he’s a funny one!’ 

“When did he get here?’ 

‘Quite recently.’ 

‘I say, mummy dear, it’s him! 

He was once in love so amusingly 

With me— 

How his eyes would swim! 

He was young then, meek and innocent, 
But now... 

Can it really be true? 
He’s a writer... 

Of fame... 

He’ll not visit us 

Unless we first ask him to.’ ” 

As if scoring a triumph, the miller 
Slyly screwed up his eyes and observed: 
“Very well! We'll expect you for dinner. 
And the rest I shall keep in reserve.” 


I followed the road to Kriusha, 

Took swipes at green corn by the verge. 
At heart there was nothing stirring 
And by nothing was I disturbed. 
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CTpyHJINcA 3anaxH CylaqKo, 

V1 B MbICuIAX ObIJI MbAHBIN TYMAH... 
Tenepb 6bI c KpacHBOH COJaTKON 
3aBecTb XOPOLIO pOMaH. 


Ho BoT uw Kpnyuia... 

Tp roya 

He 3pey1 A 3HaKOMBIX KpbIIL. 
Cupenesaad noroya 

Cupenbio OOpbi3rasia THI. 

He cyipuuHoO coOaubero Jas, 
3ecb Heyero, BHAHO, CTepeub — 
Y Kaxkgoro xaTa rHvyiaa, 

A B xaTe yxBaTbI Ja Meub. 
TaxKy, Ha kpbluible y []pona 
TopslacTbIn MyKHUKHM rasiyjex. 
TOKy!0T O HOBBIX 3€KOHAX, 

O WeHax Ha CKOT H pO>Kb. 
«3]OpoOBO, Apy3ba! » 

«3, OXOTHHK! 

3NOpoBo, 340poBo! 

Cayncp! 

Tlocnyuiai-Ka Thl, 6e33a60THHK, 
IIpo Hallly KpeCTbAHCKYy!O XKHCTB, 
UTo Hosoro B []HTepe cAIbILUIHO? 
C MHHUCcTpaMH, 4a, Beb 3HaKOM? 
Heyapom, €puT TBOIO B JBILLIJO, 
BocnutTau Th! 6bII KyJIaKOM. 

Ho Bce > MbI Te6A He MOpOUMM. 
TbI — CBOMCKHH, My2KMUKHH, Halll, 
BaxBajsIMWIbCA CIABOM He OYCHb 
V1 cepaue cBoe He nposallib. 
bbiBall ThI K HAM 30PKHM H pbAHbIM, 
Ce6a BbIHHMaJ Ha McnOg... 
CKaxu: 

OTOHAYT JIM KpecTbAHaM 

be3 BbIKyNa NaH rocnoy? 
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My thoughts reeled in a drunken stupour, 
Such heady sweet scents filled the air... 
How nice with a soldier’s grass widow 
To start up a passionate affair! 


+ 


Well, here is Kriusha... 

For three years 

These old roofs I haven’t seen. 

The lilac weather has dappled 

With lilac the silent scene. 

You can’t hear a barking dog here. 
There’s nothing to guard, I suppose. 
Each has just a tumbledown cottage, 
A long oven fork and a stove. 

On Pron’s porch there’s loud debating. 
A peasant gathering I spy. 

They’re talking of new legislation, 

The price cattle fetch, and rye. 

“Hello, friends!”’ 

‘Hello there, hunter! 

Hello! How-d’ye-do! 

Take a seat! 

Come hear how we live in the country, 
You lazybones, kicking your feet! 
What’s the latest news in the capital? 
You know a minister or two? 

You surely must know what’s happening— 
You mix with the well-to-do. 

But we won’t hold that against you— 
From our own village you hail. 

You don’t go boasting you’re famous 
And your heart isn’t up for sale. 

You were ever a sharp-eyed fellow, 
You know our life well... 

So now Say: 

Will the land be tumed over to us peasants 
Without any fees to pay? 
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Kpuyat Ham, 

YTO 3€MJIFO HE TPOHETe, 
Eye He HacTaJI, MOJI, MHI. 
3a 4TO xe Tora Ha PpoHTe 
Mp! ryOuM ce6a HW ApyrHx?» 


Vs kaxkybii C yAbBIGKOM yYrproMOH 
CMOTPpeJI MHE B JIH(O XH B ria3a, 
A A, OTATYCHHBIK JYMOH, 

He Mor HHYELO CKa3aTb, 
J[po>xKasu, KauaJIHCb cTyNeHH, 
Ho MNOMHIO 

[Jloy, 3BOH TOJOBBI: 

«CkaxkH, 

KTo Takoe JIeHHH?» 

SA TuxO OTBETHI: 

«OH — BbI». 
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Ha KopTouKax NoizaJIv CyXxH, 
Cy usin, pewiayHn, wena. 

Va OT Moen CTapyxu 
JocTaTOuHo Hx Noyyad. 


OyHaxK]bl, BEPHYBLIIMCh C TATH, 
A ner NO{peMaTb Ha J\MBaH, 
Pa3HOCUHK OOJIOTHOM Bary, 
Meus 1po3HOous TyMaH. 
Tpacyo MeHa, Kak B JIMxOpayKe, 
Bpocasio To B xONON, TO B Kap, 
VB 3TOM NpOKJIATOM Npunayke 
Yetpipe a WHA NposexKali. 


Mok MECJIBHHK C yMa, 3HaTb, CIATHII. 
Tloexal, 

Koro-To NpHBe3... 

A Buen Jmub Ge0e NlaTbe 

Jia 4eh-To NPHB3epHyTbIM HOC. 
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‘Keep your hands off?’— 

The government roar at us 

And tell us to bide our time. 

Then what were we fighting the war for 
And perishing in the front line?” 


And each of them smiling sullenly 
Looked searchingly straight in my eye, 
While I with a heavy heart wondered 
And nothing could say in reply. 

My head buzzed, the porch steps were trembling, 
This question of theirs though 

Came through: 

“What sort of a person 

Is Lenin?” 

I softly replied: 

‘He is you!”’ 
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Rumours circulating furtively 
Were debated in whispers low. 
My old woman reported 

As much as I wished to know. 


One day I got back from hunting 
And lay on the couch to doze. 

I was chilled to the very marrow 
By the mist that from marshes rose. 
I began to shake in a fever 

With limbs ice-cold or ablaze, 

And in that accursed condition 

I lay for a solid four days. 


My miller went off his rocker. 
Away to fetch someone 

He drove... 

I caught a glimpse of a pretty frock 
In white and a turned-up nose. 
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IloTom, korgja CTano nerye, 
Korja npekpaTusiacb Tpsach, 
Ha natbie cyTKH Nog Beyep 
IIpoctyya Mos yuiermach, 

A Beran, 

Vs JIMWIb TOKO Nosla 
KocuyJicaé ,poxalyjen HOron, 
YcJIbIWAaII A FONOC BECeJIbIN: 
«A! 

3ypaBcTByhTe, MOK AOporon! 
]{aBHeHbKO 4 Bac He BHasa. 
Tenepb H3 peOaueCKHX JI€T 
Xl BaxkHad lama CTaJa, 

A BbI — 3H@MCHHTBIN MOST, 


Hy, cae. 

I] pouia suxopayka? 

KakO# BbI Tellepb He TaKOH! 
A jaxke B3fOxHyJla ykKpayKOH, 
KOCHYBUIHCb (O Bac pyKOH. 
7a... 

He BepHyTb, 4TO Ob. 

Bce roy! GeryT B BOWOeM. 
Korja-To &A O4eCHb JOOMIIa 
CuyeTh y KasIMTKH BABOeM. 
MBI BMECTE MEeUTAJIN O CyIaBe... 
V1 BbI yroyuJIv B NpHied, 
Mena Xe po 3TO 3aCTaBHl 
3a6bITb MONOROK O*PULEp...» 


A cnyuiasI €€ HM HEBOJIBHO 
OraAQbIBasl CTPOMHBIM JIMK. 
XOTEJIOCh CKa3aTb: 
«][OBOJIbHO! 

Hanryemte Apyron a3bIK! » 
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Then later, when I felt better 

And the state of high fever had passed 
After five days in bed, one evening 

I was rid of my chill at last. 

I rose 

And had just stepped warily 

On the floorboards when what did I hear 
But a voice calling out to me merrily: 
“So there you are! 

Greetings, my dear! 

It’s quite a time since I saw you, 

And girlhood I’ve long outgrown 

To become a sedate married woman, 
And you now a poet of renown. 


““Let’s sit down. 

It’s gone, has the fever? 

What a different person you are! 

I couldn’t help myself heaving 

A sigh when I touched your arm. 
Yes... 

The past has indeed gone forever. 
The years fly and time doesn’t wait. 
Once nothing gave me more pleasure 
Than sitting with you by the gate. 
We dreamed of the fame life would offer us... 
For you things have tured out fine, 
But as for myself a young officer 
Drove all that out of my mind...” 


Listening, I couldn’t help noting 
Her neat features, clearly defined. 
I wanted to say: 

“‘That’s enough of that! 

Some other subject let’s find!” 
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Ho moyemy-TOo, He 3Hab, 
CMYLICHHO CKa3aJI HeBnonay: 
«]Ta... Ja... 

SI cenuac BCNOMHMHAL... 
CajyMTech, 

A oueHb pal. 

A BaM MpounTato HeEMHOTO 
CTUXH 

IIpo kaOaikyro Pycb... 
OtTyemaHo 4eTKO H CTpOro. 
IIo uyBcTBy — UbIraHCKaa rpycTb». 
«Cepren! 

BbI TakKOM HEXOpOLIHH. 

MHe XalJiKO, 

OOHNHO MHe, 

UtTo NbaHble Bal We6O1H 
Vi3BecTHbI MO BCeH CTpaHe. 

Ck axutTe: 

UTo Cc BaMi. CJIYUMJIOCh?» 

«He 3Hato». 

«KOMY Ke 3HaTb?» 

«HaBepHo, B OCEHHIO!I CbIpOCTh 
Meua poyvsia MOA MaTb». 
«LYTHHK BBI...» 

«Bhi TOxKe, AHHAa». 
«Koro-HH6y yb 1HOONTe?» 
«Het». 

«Torja ele 6ou1ee CTpaHHO 
['yOuTb ce6a C STHX JICT: 

II peq Bam TaKasa Aopora...» 


Crymjaiacb, TyMaHWJlaCb faJib... 
He 3Hab, 3a4eM A Tporali 
Tlepuatku ee HM wai. 

JlyHa xOxoTayla, KaK KJIOYH. 
VB Cepyiie xOTb MpexKHETO HET, 
Ilo-cTpaHHOMy ObIJI 4 NOJIOH 
HansIbiBOM WecTHagqlaTH Jer. 
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But, feeling a little embarrassed, 

I could do no more than repeat: 

“Yes... yes... 

Why, of course, I remember... 

It’s a pleasure, 

Do please take a seat. 

I’ ve some verses 

I'd like to read you 

About Russian tavern life... 

They’re turned very neatly, with feeling— 
Heart-breaking in gypsy style.” 
“Sergei! 

You behave so awfully! 

It saddens me, 

It’s a shame 

That news of your drunken debaucheries 
Is giving you such a bad name. 

Why, tell me!”’ 

‘Don’t know what’s the matter.”’ 
“Then nobody knows 

On earth.” 

“IT guess the weather was wetter 

Than it should have been at my birth.” 
“You make it a joke...” 

“Why not, Anna?” 

“Is there someone you're in love with?” 
“No.”’ 

“Then indeed I can’t understand why 
You should work your own ruin so: 
Such a splendid future beckons...”’ 


Night shadows began to fall... 
I don’t know why, but I gently 
Fingered her gloves and shawl. 


Like a clown the moon was guffawing. 

And though my heart had changed, I started to feel 
Myself strangely caught in the vortex 

I’d known as a lad of sixteen. 
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PaccTaJIMCb MbI C Hew Ha paccBeTe 
C 3araqKOW JBYHKeHHEH XH yia3... 


Ecrb 4TO-TO NpekpacHoe B seTe, 
A C JI€TOM IIpekpacHoe B Hac, 
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Mou MeJIbHHK... 
Ox, 9TOT MeJIbHHK! 
C yMa MeH& CBOJIMT OH. 
YcTPOHI BONBIHKY, 6e3ebHHK, 
Vi GeraeT Kak NOUTAJIBOH. 
CeroyHA ONATH C 3aNMCKON, 
Kak 6YATO 6bI KTO-TO BIOGIICH: 
«I ]puygute. 
BbI caMbIi 6JIM3KHH. 
C n1060BbI0 

Orxno6nuH TIpon»., 
Miny. 
IIpuxoxy B Kpnyuly. 
Oryo6JIHH CTOUT y BOPOT 
Vc mbany B NeYeHKH HM B AYLUy 
Koctut OOHMUasIbIM Hapon. 
«Ohi, Bb! 
TapakaHbe OTpojie! 
Bce k CuHernuHon!.,, 
P-pa3 H KBac! 
Jjaeuib, MON, TBOM yroubA 
Be3 BC#KOrO BbIKyNa Cc Hac!» 
Vi TyT xe, MeHs 3aBH A, 
CHHKad CBapJIMBy!0 MIpbITb, 
Cka3aJi B HENOAAeENbHOK OOuTe: 
«KpecTbaH ellie HyXHO BapHTb». 


«3ayeM TbI No3Bay MeHa, IIpoura?» 
« KOHEYHO, HH KaTb, HH KOCHTb. 
Cenuac «A OcTaHy JIOWAb 

Vek CHeruHon... BMECTE... 
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We parted at dawn—every movement 
And glance was mysterious... 


There is something fine about summer 
That brings out the best in us. 
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That miller of mine... 
Oh, that miller! 
He’s up to some tricks, I'll be bound. 
The scoundrel is driving me silly. 
Like a postman, he’s running around. 
Today he appears with a message 
Of the kind lovers dote upon: 
‘Please come, 
There’s no dearer fellow 
Than you, 
Love, Ogloblin Pron.” 
I set off on foot, 
Reach Kriusha. 
Ogloblin stands there by the gate, 
In a frenzy, with scathing fury 
The beggarly folk he berates. 
“Come on, 
You cockroach progeny, 
All to Snegina’s... 
Without more fuss! 
We'll tell her: ‘Hand over your property 
With no compensation from us!’ ” 
He saw me and straightaway abating 
The torrent of hearty abuse 
Remarked with unfeigned indignation: 
“The peasants still need to be pushed.” 


“Why, Pron, did you want to see me?” 
“Not to reap or mow, of course. 

Let’s go to Snegina’s... together... 

And talk to her... 
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IIpocntp...» 

V1 Bot 3anmparyn HaM KAY. 

B orno6yAax MOCacTad WIKeTh — 
Taknx O17a10T C Npywyayen, 

4706 TOJIbKO CaMMM HE MMETB. 
MBI eXaJIM MCJIKMM LUaroM, 

Vs nyTb Hac CMe€WIMI M 301K: 

B noybemax Mo BCeM OBparaM 
Tenery MbI CaMM Be3J1H, 


I] puexasn. 

{om C M€E30HHHOM 

Hemuoro npucen Ha cbacag. 
Bonuyrolje NaxHeT 2KaCMHHOM 
IIneTHeBbin eFo namncag. 
Cyie3aem. 

TJoqxoyquM kK Teppace 

V, bib OTPAxad C NEY, 

O 4beM-TO MocyIeqHeM 4ace 
M13 rOpHHUbI CJIbILIHM Peub: 
«Pbiyjan — He pbigan, — He NOmora... 
Tenepb OH XONOJHbIM Tpyni... 
Tam KTO-TO CTYYUHT y Mopora. 
II]punyapucp... 

Tlowyy orompy...» 


Tle6enasa rpycrHas ama 
OTKHHy 1a JOOpbIA 3acos. 

VY TIpou mon en 6pakuHyi MpAMO 
IIpo 3emut0, 

be3 BCAKHX CJIOB, 

«Otyan!.. — 

IJoptopay OH riyxo, — 

He Horn  Te6e WenoBaTb! » 


Kak 6yyTO 6e€3 MbICIM M Cryxa 
Oua NpHHMMasia CIOBa. 

IIOTOM B pa3roBoOpHy!o Oy4epesb 
Crpocuma MeHaA 
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I'll get a horse.” 

An old jade was put into hamess— 

Skin and bones between the shafts. 

You must give extra into the bargain 

To get such a hack off your hands. 

At a slow pace we proceeded 

And the laugh was on us from the start— 
There wasn’t an incline but we did 
Ourselves have to pull the cart. 


We arrived. 

A house with an attic 

Slightly sagging from subsidence, 

And a strong heady scent of jasmine 
From behind the high wattle fence. 

We got down, 

Made for the terrace 

And, shaking the dust off our backs, 
Heard a voice indoor referring 

To someone who'd breathed his last: 
‘“‘There’s no point endlessly mourning... 
He’s dead now, as chill as can be... 
There’s someone knocking at the door there... 
So powder your nose... 
Ill go see...” 


A corpulent sad-looking lady 

Had drawn back the solid door-bolt. 
My companion Pron spoke straightaway 
Of the land 

With a rasp in his throat. 

“Hand it over!...” 

He kept on muttering, 

‘“T won’t bend my knees to you!”’ 


She took in the words he uttered 

As if they’d no meaning she knew, 
Then turned to me, making normal 
Conversation, though rigid with fear, 
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CKBO3b XKYTb: 

«A BbI, BEDOATHO, K JOUeEpH? 
I]pucagpte... 

Cenuyac fooxy...» 


Tenepb 4 OTYCTIHBO NOMHIO 
Tex (HEM POKOBOE KOJIbIO. 

Ho 6b1JIO COBCeM He JIerKO MHe 
Y BHIETh ee JNO. 

A nonas — 

Cyrly4nsocs rope, 

Msmogya xotTeyI NOMOUB. 

«Y 6nK... YOuH Bopto... 
OctaBbtTe! 

YHAMTe npou! 

BbI — KaJIKMM HW HH3KHK TPpyCHKa. 
OH yMep... 

A BbI BOT 3]€Cb...» 


Het, 9TO yk ObIJIO CJIMILIKOM. 
He BCAKHK pox eH NepeHects, 
Kak A3BbI, CTbINACh ONeyXxH, 
A TIpony OTBeTHA Tak: 
«CeroqHa OHH HE B flyXe... 
Tloeyem-ka, ITpon, B Ka6ak...» 
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Bce jleTO MpoOBedsI A B OxOTE. 
3a6biyl ee MMA H JIMK. 

O6nly MOO 

Ha 6ov10Te 

OnslaKaJI pbijasIbLMK-KyJIMK. 


Beyuya Haula poquva KpoTKaa 
B ,\)peBecHy!to WBeTeHb H COUb, 
Veto Takoe KOpoTkoe, 

Kak ManCkaa TelliaAw HOUB. 
3apa xouoqHen Hu OarposBen. 
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Said: 

‘‘And you wish to see my daughter? 
Be seated... 

I'll tell her you're here...” 


I still now distinctly remember 

The fatal cail of those days. 

But it wasn’t by any means easy 

For me to observe her face. 

I gathered 

Woe had befallen her. 

I wished to help if I might. 

‘They killed him, they killed my Boris... 
Don’t touch me! 

Get out of my sight! 

You’re a mean, contemptible coward. 
He’s dead... 

Why aren’t you out there...”’ 


Now that, making all allowances, 

Is more than a fellow can bear. 

From her slap in the face I was smarting 
And to Pron I said: ‘“‘It’s no use! 

Today they’re in no mood for talking... 
Come on, Pron, let’s go on a booze...” 
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I spent the whole summer hunting. 

Her name and her face dim had grown. 
The plaintive snipe 

Out in the marshes 

Lamented the snub I had known. 


How humble our dear poor land 1s, 
Even when all blossoms in sight! 
How swiftly each summer passes, 
Like a warm snug May-month night! 
The dawns are cooler and redder, 
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TymMaH lipwnayaeT HHI. 
yY «Ke B OGNeTeBLUIEH AyOpoBe 
Pa3HOCHTCA 3BOH CHHAL, 


MO} MeJIBHHK BOBCIO yJIbIOaeTCca, 
Kakaa-TO BeceJIOCTb B HEM. 
«Tenepb MbI, Cepryxa, NO 3ahljam 
3a MHJIyro AYWy NasibHeM!» 

A pay HW OXOTE... 

Kosib HeYeM 

Pa3BeaTb TOCKY H COH. 

CerojyHa KO MHE Nog Beep, 

Kak Mecall, BKaTHIca II pou. 
«]Ipy Knue! 

C BeJIMKMM CY¥acTbeM! 

Hactayl ooKHgaeMbIin Yac! 
IIpHBeTcTBy!o C HOBOH ByIacTbIo! 
Tenepb MbI Bcex p-pa3 — H kBac! 
be3 BcAKOLO BbIKylla Cc JleTa 

MBI nauiHy 6epem H Jieca. 

B Poccuu Tenepb Conerthli 

Vs JleHuH — cTapuionw KOMHccap. 
py «nue! 

Bot 3TO HoMep! 

BoT 39TO NOUHH Tak NOYHH. 

Ac pagOcTH 4yTb He momep, 

A 6paT MOM B UITaHbI HaMOYNII. 
Eypu X TBO? B 6a6yliKy MOHYTb! 
[aqv, romy6apb, Becenen! 

A nepBbmM ceHuac Ke KOMMYHy 

Y CTPO}W B CBOeM cele», 


Y I[pouna 6n11 Opat JIa6yta, 
My2XHK — YTO TBOH MATbIN Ty3: 
IIpv BcAKOM ONacHOM MHHYyTE 
XBaJIBOHWKa MH AbABOJIBCKMM Tpyc. 
Takux BbI, KOHC4HO, BHaJIN. 

Mx pox 60NTOBHeH Harpayyn. 
HocnJi OH Be 6esmbIx Meas 

C ANOHCKOH BOHHBI Ha rpy fH. 
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The mist lies close to the ground, 
In the oak groves, already shedding 
Their leaves, the tomtits resound. 


All smiles my miller is every day, 
He’s seething with merriment. 
““Come, dear Sergei, let’s blaze away 
At hares to our heart’s content!”’ 

I}! gladly hunt too... 

When there’s nothing 

To drive sleep and heartache away. 
Like a full moon Pron came rolling 
Round to my place at dusk today. 
‘““My dear friend, 

Congratulations! 

At long last the hour has struck! 
There’s a new administration! 

We can now mop the lot of them up. 
Without any compensation 

We're taking the land—t’s ours. 
There are Soviets now in Russia 
And Lenin’s the chief commissar. 
Just think of that, chum, 

It’s happening! 

We're off on our way, we'll advance! 
I came near to dying of happiness 
And my brother he pissed in his pants. 
Did you ever see anything matching it? 
So be of good cheer, bless the day! 
Yes, Ill be the first to establish 

Our own commune here rightaway!”’ 


Now Pron had a brother, Labutya, 
As much good as your fifth ace: 

If ever some danger threatened 
He’d be first to make himself scarce. 
You surely have seen such people. 
They jabber a lot, they’re a ‘bore. 
Labutya had won two white medals 
In the Russo-Japanese war. 
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V1 ronocomM XpHIJIbIM H IIbAHbIM 
Tanya, 3ax00a B KaOak: 
«TIpocnaBieHHomy nog JIA07HOM 
Ccyqute Ha 4eTBEPTAK...» 
TIoTOM, HacOcaBLIHcb AO AypH, 
B3BOJIHOBaHHO HX ropsqo 

O cyaBuiemca TIopt-Aptype 
Coceyy cne3HuI Ha me4o. 
«Tony6unk! — 

Kpyuasi OH. — 

Ilers! 

Mue 6os1bHO.,. He qyMah, TO MIbAH. 
OTBary MOFO Ha cBeTe 

JIMUIb 3HaeT OJMH JIAOAH». 


Takne Bcerya Ha NIpHMmete. 
JKMBYT, HE MO30IIA pyK. 

V1 BOT OH, KOHEYHO, B Cosete, 
MejgaJin 3anpata B CyH]yK. 
HO c TOW 2Ke BaXKHOM OCAHKOH, 
Kak He€KHH ceqon BeTepan, 

X pues NO CHBYWIHOK 6aHKON 
IIpo Hepunuck 4 Typyxau: 
«[]a, 6paTew! 

MBI rope BuyasH, 

Ho Hac He 3allyruBall crpax...» 
MenaJin, MeyjaJiv, Meyasin 
3BeHeJIN B ero CHOBaX. 

OH IITpouy BbITaruBall HepBBI, 
V1 II pou Matepuii He cy OM. 
Ho Bce X TOT mOexaJl NepBbIN 
ONMCbIBaTb CHErMHCKHH TOM. 


B 3axBaTe BCerjyja CCTh CKOPOCTB: 
— JJaeu! Pa3s6epem notom! 
Bech xyTOp 3a6paJIH B BOJIOCTb 
C xO3AMKaMH H CO CKOTOM. 
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In a drunken voice, whenever 

He entered a pub, he sang: 

‘“‘Won’t you stand a drink to a fellow 
Who distinguished himself at Liaoyang.”’ 
And later, when he’d grown maudlin 
With booze, he would lean across 

To impress upon his companion, 

How sad was Port Arthur’s loss. 
‘‘Dear fellow,” 

He'd say, 

“It’s breaking 

My heart... No, don’t think I’m drunk. 
Liaoyang alone knows how bravely 

I fought on the Japanese front.” 


Such folk, whom you can’t help noticing, 
Laze about, but manage quite well. 
Now, of course, he has a seat in the Soviet, 
In a locked box his medals dwell. 

But with just the same proud deportment 
Of a grey-haired war veteran 

He whcezes over a bottle 

About Nerchinsk and Turukhan 

“Yes. brother, 

We showed our mettle. 

By nothing were we deterred... 


o e ee e e# ee 


You'd hear ringing in every word. 
He got on Pron’s nerves intensely 
And Pron would his brother berate. 
Yet he it was went to inventory 
The Snegina house and estate. 


All seizures are hasty: ‘‘Let’s have it! 

In due course well sort out what's what!” 
To the district centre they carted 

The chattels. the women, the stock. 
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A MEJIbBHHK... 

Mok CTapbIii MeJIBHHK 

XO3H8€K MpHBes kK ce6e, 

3acTaBHJI MCHA, Oe3eJIbHHK, 

B 4y2KOH KOBbIPATECA CyAbOe. 

Vs CHOBa HaXJIbIHyJIO UTO-TO... 
Tora A BCKO HOUb HalipoyetT 
CmoTpedl Ha CKpHBJICHHbIN 3a60TOK 
KpacuBbIM HW YyBCTBeEHHBIM port. 


A NOMHIO — 

Oua roBopyHiia: 

«ITpocrute... bbiyia He mpasa... 

A My2Ka 6e3yMHO JOON Ja. 

Kak BCIIOMHW... OOJHT rosioBa... 
Ho Bac 

Ockop6uHJla CAyuanHo... 
2KECTOKOCTh O6bIJIa MOH Cy... 
BblJia B TOM NeYaJIbHaad TahHa, 
OTO CTpacTbio pecTyMHOH 30ByT. 
KoHe4HO, 

Ho sTOK oceHH 

A 3Haya 6 cuactamby!{o GBIAb... 
TIOTOM ObI MeHA BbI OpocHJH, 
Kak BbINHTy!0 OyTbIUIb... 
TlosTomy O6bisI0 He Hajo... 

Hu BcTpeu... HH BOOOWe NpOsOIKarTh... 
Tem 6oslee C CTapbIMH B3rJiayjaMH 
Morjua A OONeTh MaTb». 


Ho a nepesen Ha Apyroe, 
YcTaBACh B €e ria3a, 

Vi Teno ee Tyroe 

Hemuoro kKauHyJI0cb Ha3aq. 
«CKaxKHTe, 

Bam 60J1IbHO, AHHa, 

3a Balll XYTOPCKON pa30p?» 
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While the miller... 


My old friend, the miller, 

Took the women to live at his place, 
Thereby, lazy bastard, inducing 

Me to rummage in other folk’s fates. 
Again strange sensations caught me... 
And there was I gazing upon 

Full sensitive lips, now contorted 
With worry, the whole night long. 


‘“‘Forgive me... 

I spoke in error...” 

She said over and over again. 

“T loved my husband terribly. 

Even thinking of it... gives me pain... 
But you 

I was rude to by accident... 

A feeling of guilt troubled me. 

Folk call it a ‘criminal’ passion... 

And hence my severity. 

Of course, 

Up until this autumn 

A happy life could have been mine... 
But then you would have discarded me 
Like a wine bottle drained of wine... 
And that’s why there had to be nothing 
Between us... No more seeing you... 
Because, too, I could have hurt mother 
With all her old-fashioned views.”’ 


But I switched away from that topic 
And along close lookI threw — 
At her young and shapely body, 
She quivered as away she drew. 
“Tell me, Anna, 

Doesn’t it pain you— 

The ruin of your estate?” 
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Ho kKakK-TO Ne4aJIbHO HW CTpaHHO 
Ona OnycTHJ1a CBOH B3Op. 
«CMOTPpHTE... 

y Ke CBeTAaerT. 

Sapa Kak NO>Kap Ha CHETY... 
MHe YTO-TO HalOMHHaetT. 

Ho 4To?., 

+1 NMOHATb HE MOTY... 

AXx!.. Ja... 

ITO ObINO B eETCTBE... 
pyron... He oceHHui paccret... 
MBI C BaMH CHICJIM BMECTE... 
Ham no wiecrHaqaTp JIeT...» 


IIoTOM, OrsiayjleB MCHA HEX*KHO 

VWs ne6eqa BbITHyB pyKOH, 

Cka3aJia Kak 6yATO HEOpe>xKHO: 
«Hy, aqHo... 

Tlopa Ha NOoKO#...» 

Tlog Beyep OHH yexaln. 

Kyja? 

A He 3Habo kysa. 

B paBHHHe, MpOOX*xXeHHOK BexXaMH, 
Tlopory Hane 6e3 Tpyfa. 


He NoOMHWO TOraliHHx COObITHH, 
He 3Habo, YTO cyesan TIpon. 

A ObICTpo yMYasica B IIuTep 
Pa3BeATb TOCKy H COH. 


5 


Cyposble, rpo3Hble rojpt! 

Ho pa3sBe Bcero onmHcaTb? 
CuIbIxaJIM }BOPUOBbIe CBODDI 
CoyjaTCKy¥o KpenKy!0 «MaTb». 
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With a curious air of confusion 
And sorrow she lowered her gaze. 
“Look it’s growing lighter. 

The sunrise 

Is like a fire in the snow... 

It all reminds me of something... 
But of what? 

I do not know... 

Oh, yes... 

In childhood... Daybreak... 

But it wasn’t an autumn scene... 
You and I were sitting together... 
We had barely turned sixteen...” 


Then with a long look of tendemess, 
Her swanlike arm outstretched, 

She said with seeming casualness: 
“Well, that’s that... 

It’s time for bed...” 

Late that afternoon they left us. 

For where? 

I have no idea. 

It’s easy to find your direction 

In plains where the landmarks are clear. 


What happened next, I don’t remember. 
What Pron did, I do not know. 

I was off like a shot to Petrograd 

To dispel my heartache and sloth. 
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How grim and severe those years were! 
A time no account can span. 

To soldiers’ full-blooded curses 

The vaults of palaces rang. 
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Ix, ynamp! 

[Lipetenne B jayiax! 

Heyjapom uyMa3bin COpoy 

Vrpasi no ABOpaM Ha poaax 
KoposaM TaM6OBCKHMM OKCTPOT. 
3a xmle6, 3a OBEC, 3a KAPTOLIKY 
MyXHK 3aJly4HJI PpaMMO@OH, — 
CJIFOHABA KO3JIHHYIO HOXKy, 
Tauro ce6e CylyuaeT OH. 
CKMMaal OT NpHObIJIN pyKH, 
PyraaCb Ha BCAKMM HaJior, 

OH MBICJIMT 0 ypu O WITyKe, 
KatTaroujenca Mex ly HOT. 


UInu roys 

Pa3MallHCTO, MbIJIKO... 

¥Y Wem xne6opo6a rac. 

HeMadio nompesio B OyTbIIKax 
«KepeHOk» MH «xojjen» y Hac. 
@Meqena! Kopmuneu! KacaTux! 
Buajesel, 3eMJien KM CKOTOM, 

3a apy H3MbI3raHHbIX «KaTeK» 
OH yacT CeO BbI,paTb KHYTOM. 


Hy, s1aqHo. 

J{OBOJIBHO CTOHOB! 

He Hy2KHO HaCMelleK HM CJIOB! 
Ceroqua mpo yuacts TIpoua 
MHE MeJIbHHK MIpHCJiaJI MHChMO: 
«Cepryxa! 3a MuJIyro Ayuy! 
IIpuset Te6e, Opateu! IIpuset! 
TbI YTO-TO ONATL B Kpvyuy 

He KaKelIbCA WeJIbIX WeECTb eT! 
YtTeusp! 

Co6epHcb, Ha MHJIOCTB! 

TI pH2xBapHBank 0 BecHe! 

Y Hac 3/€Cb TakOe CJIYUHJIOCh, 
Uero He paccka>xKelllb B MHChMe., 
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High spirits! 

The country in flower! 

Not for nothing the unwashed mob 
Would play to their cows on grand pianos 
The latest Tambov foxtrot. 

The peasant got hold of a gramophone 
For his oats, potatoes or bread, 

And listened to a tango, smoking 

A cheap fag he lick-rolled himself. 

To a fistful of profit clinging, 

At taxes he loudly protests 

And drives himself crazy, thinking 

Of what’s dangling between his legs. 


Years raced along 

At full throttle... 

The peasant’s fortunes ran low 

And rotting, hidden in bottles, 

Were many old-currency notes. 

Country bumpkin! Breadwinner! Rustic! 
The owner of land and stock 

Would permit himself for a couple 

Of dirty old notes—to be flogged. 


Well, that’s enough moaning! 

Mere phrases 

And scoffing won’t help us along! 
Today I had word from the miller 
About what had happened to Pron: 
‘Sergei, bosom friend! Warm greetings 
To you, brother, warm and sincere! 
You haven’t been back to Kriusha 
A long time now—fully six years. 
You know well 

You'll always be welcome. 

In spring come and see us, my dear. 
I can’t put it all in a letter, 

So much has been happening here. 
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Tenepb CTajI CNOKOM B Hapojze. 
V1 OypA NpHuia B YTOMOH. 
Y3HahH, 4TO B BayqllaTOM roye 
PacctpenaH Oro61HH ITpou. 


Pacea... 

Ty posBas 3bIKb OHA. 

XOlIb BeEpb, XOLUb He Bepb ylaM — 
OyqHaxybI oTpayq JlenukKHHa 
Harpsnya Ha KpHyian. 

Bot TyT 4 MOL a NoTexa... 

C notexu TaKOH — OKOJIeT. 
Co CkpexKeTOM H CO CMexXOM 
TyibHy Jia Ka3al{kaa Meth. 
Torya BOT 4 4AKHyJIM [I pont, 
Jla6yTa x B CONOMy 3as1e3 

Vi Bpiye3, 

JIMWIb TOJIBKO KOHH 

Ka3al{KHe CKpbIJIHCb B JIEC. 
Tenepb OH NO NbAHOK MOpse 
Eye He yCTayI rOsIOCHTB: 

«MHe HyXHO ObI KpaCHbIi OpfeH 
3a xpaO6pocTb MO! HOCHTb». 
CosceM IIpOKaTHJIHCb TYUH... 

V1 xoTb MbI 2KHBeM HE B pablo, 
TbI BCe K MpHe3xKah, rosyOunK, 
YTEWIHTb CyAbOHHY MOP...» 


% 


V1 BOT & ONATE B WOpore. 

Hounaa HIOHbCKagl XMapb. 

BeryT roBopJHMBble 7poru 

Hy wiaTKO HX BaJIKO, KaK BCTapb. 
Tlopora JOBOJIBHO xopouaa, 

P aBHHHHad THXa 3BEHb, 

JIyHa 3010TOIO NOpoero 
OcpinaJia jaJIb HepeBeHb. 
MevipKaioT 4aCOBHH, KOJIONIUbI, 
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The storm has blown over. In general 
Life here has calmed down a lot. 

I must tell you, in 1920 

Ogloblin Pron was shot. 


“In Russia... 

Anything can happen. 

You never know where and when. 

One day the village was raided 

By a bunch of Denikin’s men. 

The fun then really started— 

The fun of the slaughterhouse. 

With gritting of teeth and coarse laughter 
The Cossack whips lashed out. 

They snuffed out Pron. His brother 

In a straw pile hid, and lay 

There dithering 

Till the last of 

The Cossacks had galloped away. 

And still now, when drunk, he’s telling 
Any villager he can waylay: 

“IT merit a Bolshevik medal 

For the bravery I displayed.” 

The stormclouds are well out of sight now... 
And though it’s not Paradise here 
All the same come pay us a visit, 
Bring into my life some cheer...” 
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So here am I back on the road now. 

It’s a clear black night in June. 

It’s rattling, the cart, as we go along 

The same way it used to do. 

The road’s quite a good one, the tingle 
Of country air comes as a thrill. 

The moon with gold powder is sprinkling 
The village that clings to the hill. 

Country chapels and wells, wattle fencing 
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OKOJIMUbI MW NJIeTHH. 
V1 cepyye no-cTapomy 6betTca, 
Kak 6u710cb B Janekne HH. 


A cHOBa Ha MCJIBHHILE... 

EyIbHHK 

YcbimlaH CBEYUbMH CBETIIAKOB. 
IJo-cTapomy cTapbIM MeJIbHHK 

He MOX€T CBA3aTb BYyX ‘CJIOB: 
«Tony6uux! Bot payocrs! Cepryxa! 
0396, 4an? IIoqn, mpoypor? 

Ja CTaBb TbI CKopee, cTapyxa, 

Ha cToJI camMoBap MH NHMpor. 
Cepryxb! Sonoton! Tocnyman! 
V1 Tel yx CTapuk No rofao... 
Cenuac «A 3a MHJIy!o Aylly 
TIloqapoxk Te6e nepeqam». 
«Tloqapok?» 

«Het... 

II pocTo NMCbMHLIKO, 

Ja TbI He cnewiH, romy6ox! 
IJOuTH 4TO [Ba Mecalfa C JMUIKOM 
Ac NOUYTHI Ero NPHBOJIOK». 


BckpbiBalo.., YTato... KoHedHO! 
Orkyja xe Gonbuie HW *KTaTb! 

Vis novepk Takonw GecneuHbin, 

VM snoHyOHCKaaA neyaThb. 


«BbI KHBbI?.. A O4eHb pasa... 
A TOxKe, Kak BbI, KHBa, 

Tak 4acTo MHe CHHTCA Orpana, 
KajsInTKa H Bally CJIOBA. 
Tenepb A OT Bac Jasieko.,.. 

B Poccuu Tenepb anpesb. 
VsCHHE!O 3aBOJIOKON 
TlokpbiTa 6epe3a uM esb. 
Cetiyac BOT, Kora Gymare 
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And boundaries past us fly 
And again my heart starts throbbing 
As it did in days gone by. 


I’m back at the mill... 

The fir grove 

With‘ glow-worms is candlebright. 

As always, he splutters the words out, 
The miller does, in delight: 

“Sergei, what a pleasure! Tea, maybe, 
To thaw out? A sight for sore eyes! 
Come, wife, let’s have on the table 
The samovar and some pies! 

Sergei, my fine fellow! Now listen! 


‘You're getting no younger, I fear... 
Well, I have a present to give you 
That I’ve been safe-keeping here.” 
‘*A present?” 

“Not really... 

A letter. 

But no need to rush—I suppose 

It’s nearly two months since I went to 
Collect it for you at the post.” 


I opened ... and read it... Why, naturally, 
Who else could have written me here? 
So casual too is the handwriting 

And the London postmark 1s clear. 


‘Are you there still?... Why, that’s woriderful!... 
Like you, I keep going and, well, 

Quite often I dream of the wattle fence, 
The gate and of what you said... 

It’s April in Russia now 

And the birches and the fir-trees 

Are seemingly in a blue shroud. 

Now, as I commit to paper 
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BBepsato «A rpyCTb MOHX CJIOB, 

_BbI C M€JIBHHKOM, MOET, Ha Tare 
TloqcayumMBaete TeTepeBoB. 

A 4acTO xOxy Ha NIpHcTaHb 

V1, TO HM Ha pagOctTs, TO JIb B CTpax, 
[Disaxy cpejib Cy}0B BCe NpHcTaJsIbHeH 
Ha kpacHbii COBeTCKHH dpuiar. 
Tenepb TaM QOCTHIIJIM CHIBI. 
7lopora MO CHa... 

Ho BbI MHE I10-lIpe2xKHeMy MHJIbI, 
Kak poyna HM Kak BeCHa». 

TIHcbMO Kak ITHCbMO. 
BeclpvuvuHo, 

AB KMCTb ObI TAKHX He NMcad. 


Ilo-mpexHemy c uly6OH OBYHHHOM 

Mny «A Ha CBOM CeHOBaII. 

ny 4 pa3pociivimcsa cao, 

JIMWO 3ayeBaeT CHpeHb. 

Tak MHJI MOMM BCIbIXHYBLUIMM B3riayjaM 
Tlorop6HvBuIMHcA MeTeHs. 

Koryja-To y TOM BOH KaJIMTKH 

MuHe 6bIJIO WIeECTHAaWaTb JIeT. 

VM jesyuika B 6eN0K HakuyKe 

Cxka3ayia MHe JIacKOBo: «Hert!» 


Tjanekve Muyibie 6bin!.. 
Tot 06pa3 BO MHE He yrac. 


Mb BCE B STH rOpb! MOON, 
Ho, 3Haunut, 
JIro6M1M H Hac. 


Aneapd 1925 
Baryom 
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The bitter grief that I feel, 

You’re out with the miller, maybe, 
Hearing grouse call across the field. 

I often come down to the quayside 
And with maybe joy, maybe fear, 

I look at the ships and stare keenly 

If a Soviet red flag’s flying here. 
Over there things are getting better. 

I see a clear road opening... 

You are dear tome now, just as ever, 
Dear as my native land and the spring...” 


A letter. 
For no special reason. 
The sort I would never write. 


With a sheepskin coat, as previously, 

To the hayloft I go for the night, 
Throught the overgrown orchard wending 
My way, lilac brushes my face. 

So dear is the tumbledown fencing 

To my suddenly excited gaze. 

It was there by that very gate standing 
That a lad of sixteen or so 

Heard a girl in a snow-white mantle 

In accents caressing say no. 


Those dear, long gone years! Her image is 
As bright now as ever it was. 


So much love we had then for others, 
And others too 
Also loved us. 


January 1925 
Batumi 
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YEPHbIN YEIOBEK 


pyr MOH, pyr MOM, 

SAI O4eHD MH OYEHS GOTH. 

Cam He 3Hab, OTKYJ{a B3AaCb 9Ta OOJIb. 
To JIM BeTep CBHCTHT 

Haj IycTpIM XM 6e3JtOQHbIM MOJIEM, 

TO JIb, KaK POLLy B CCHTAOph, 

OcbimaeT MO3rH aJIKOrOJIb. 


Toulo0Ba MOA MallleT yluaMH, 
Kak KpbIJIbaAMM ITH. 

Ex Ha wee HOru 

MasyuntTb OOJIbIIe HEBMOUB. 
UepHbIn 4EJIOBEK, 

Uepubih, YepHbin, 

UepuHbin 4eIOBeK 

Ha KpOBaTb KO MHE CagMTCca, 
Uepubin YesIoBek 

CmaTb He ]aeT MHE BCIO HOB, 


Uepubin 4esIOBeK 

BogMT nasipl[emM MO Mep3KONW KHHre 
V1, rHycaBsa HajlO MHOH, 

Kak Haj] yCOMUIMM MOHAaX, 

CNTaeT MHE XKH3Hb 

Kakoro-To NpoOxBocTa HM 3a6yJIbIrH, 
Haronaa Ha Jlylilly TOCKy HM cTpax. 
UepHbih YesIOBeK, 

Yepupin, uepHbin! 


«Cylyman, Crywan, — 
BopMoueT OH MHe, — 
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THE MAN IN BLACK 


Friend, friend of mine, 

I'm gravely ill, I’m sickening. 

I’ve no idea what causes me such pain. 
Is it the wind 

Over empty wasteland whistling, 

Or alcohol denuding, 

Like an autumn grove, my brain? 


My head is flapping its ears, 
Like a winged bird flying. 
To stay put on my neck-foot 

Is beyond its might. 

The man in black, 

The black, black 

Man in black 

Sits on the bed beside me, 

He won’t let me sleep 

But keeps me awake all night. 


The man in black 

Down a vile book’s page runs a finger, 
In nasal tones, 

Like a monk bending over a corpse, 
He reads me the Life 

Of a rogue and a hard drinker, 
Weighing my heart down 

With painful, fearsome thoughts. 

The black, black 

Man in black! 


“Listen, listen!’ 
He mutters, ‘“‘Listen to this! 
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B kunre MHOFo MmpekpaCHenInx 
MpbIcu1en HM MJIaHOB. 

ITOT 4eJIOBeK 

II poxkuBaJl B CTpaHe 

CaMbIX OTBpaTHTeJIbHbIX 
Tpomuil M WapnaTaHos. 


B pekaOpe B TOK CTpaHe 

Cuer (0 ]bABOIIA YKCT, 

Vi MeTesIH 3aBOAT 

Becesible npxJIKH, 

BbiJI YesIOBeK TOT aBaHTIOpKCT, 
Ho caMon BbICOKOM 

VY ssyumen MapKH. 


BbiJI OH H3ALWeH, 

K TOMY > MOST, 

XOTb C HeEOOJIbIION, 

Ho yxBaTHCTON CHJION, 

V1 kKakyt!0-TO XeHUMHY 
Copoka C JIMUIHHM JI€T, 
Ha3biBal CKBeEpHOM JeEBOUKON 
Vs cBoeto MHIJIOIO». 


«CuacTbe, — rOBOpHJI OH, — 
EcTb JIOBKOCTb yMa H pykK. 

Bce HeJIOBKHe AYLI 

3a HeCY¥aCTHBIX BCera H3BECTHBI. 
ITO HHYELFO, 

TO MHOrO MyK 

TIpHHOCAT H3IOMAaHHbIle 

Vs JOKMBbIe >KECTBI. 


B rpo3bl, B 6ypH, 

B XHTeHCKYHO CTbIHb, 

TI pu TaKkenbix yTpatTax 

Vi koryga Te6e rpycTHo, 

Ka3aTbCa YJIbIGUMBbIM MH NpOCTbIM — 
Camoe BbICIee B MHpe HCKYCCTBO». 
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In the book there are many superb 
Ideas and projects. 

This person 

Lived in a country that was, alas, 
Full of the most repulsive 
Tricksters and robbers. 


“The December snow in this country 

Is devilish white 

And the blizzards there spin distaffs 
With jollity. 

This person was an adventurer all right, 
But one of the best, 

Ofthe highest quality. 


“He was an exquisite fellow, 

A poet too, 

A capable lad, as for strength— 
He had enough of it. 

A woman just over forty 

He did woo, 

He called her a naughty girl 
And his beloved. 


‘“‘Happiness, he’d say, 

Is deftness.of hand and brain. 
All clumsy souls 

Are ever known as wretched. 
It doesn’t matter a damn 
That so much pain 

Is caused by artificial 

And lying gestures. 


“In gale and thunderstorm 

And when life grows chill, 

In times of deepest sorrow, 

Loss, disaster, 

To seem as blithe as ever, smiling still— 
There is no loftier art a man can master.” 


362 


«QepHbii YesoBek! 

TbI He CMeellIb 9TOTO! 
TbI Befb He Ha Cnyx6e 
SKUBELUb BOJONAZOBON. 
UTo MHe JO KH3HH 
CkaHasIbHOro NogtTa, 
Iloxkanyncra, J pyrum 
Ouran HW paccka3biBan». 


UepHbiit YenOBeK 

I aQuT Ha MCHA B ynop. 

VM srua3a noKpbiBaroTca 
Tony6ou 6neBoToK, — 
CIOBHO XOUCT CKa3aTb MHE, 
UTO A KYyJINK HM BOP, 

Tak 6€CCTbIAHO HW Haro 
O6okpaBlUHH KOro-TO. 


[pyr MOM, Apyr MOH, 
A OueHb HM O4eHb Gos eH. 


Cam He 3HaW, OTKyJja B3AaCb 9Ta OONb. 
TO JIM BeTep CBHCTHT 

Hay nycTsimM XH 6e311OAHbIM Novem, 

TO JIb, KaK POLly B CeHTAOPh, 

OcpbimaeT MO3PrH ajJIKOrOJIb. 


Houb Mopo3Haa, 

Tux MOKOM Nepekpectka. 

Al OH y OKOUIKa, 

Hu rocra, HH Apyra He «Dy. 
Bca paBHiHa NOKppira 
Cpbinyyen HW MATKOM H3BeECTKON, 
Vi pepespa, Kak BCayHHKH, 
CexasIMCb B HallleM Cajly. 


Tye-To naauer 

Hounaa 370Belfad NTHLa, 
jepeBaHHble BCaqHHKH 
Ce1oT KONBITJIMBbIM CTYK. 
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“How dare you, man in black, 
Tell me such things! 

Your occupation 

Is not the cleaning of sewers. 
The life-story of that poet, 
Who liked wild flings, 

Does not touch me. 

Go tell it to the curious!” 


The manin black | 

Now gives me a long straight look 
And his eyes grow bleary, 

Blue vomit-hued and strange, 

As if he wishes to tell me 

I’m a crook 

Who has robbed somebody 
Brazenly, without shame. 


Friend, friend of mine, 

I’m gravely ill, I’m sickening. 

I’ve no idea what causes me such pain. 
Is it the wind 

Over empty wasteland whistling, 

Or alcohol denuding, 

Like an autumn grove, my brain? 


It’s a frosty night. 

On the high road all is tranquil. 

I sit by the window 

Awaiting no visitor, no friend. 
Shifting powdery quicklime 

Covers the valley 

And the trees muster in our orchard 
Like mounted men. 


The ill-omened bird of night 
Is crying somewhere. 

The wooden cavalry scatter 
The patter of hooves. 
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BOT ONATb STOT YEPHbIM 

Ha kpecyio Moe caJnTca, 
TIpvHnofHyHAB CBOK WHJIMHAp 

Vs OTKHHyB HeOpex*HO CrOpTyK. 


«Cryuan, Ciylian! — 

X pHIIMT OH, CMOTPA MHE B JMO, 
Cam BCe 671m>Ke 

Vs 6s1mKe KJIOHUTCA. — 

A He Bue, UTOS KTO-HHOyAb 
M3 nogzneyos 

Tak He€HyXKHO H rayno 

Crpajlan 6eccoHHHLen. 


Ax, MNOJIO2%KHM, OWWM6ca! 

Bejb HbIHYE JIlyHa, 

OTo xe HyXHO ele 
HanoeHHomy ApemMonw MHpuky? 
Moet, C TOJICThIMH JIS>KKaMM 
TanHo npwyet «ona», 

V1 ThI Gyfellib YATATh 

CBOFO JOXJIyIO TOMHY!0 JIMpPHky? 


AX, J1KO6J1K0 A NOSTOB! 
3a6aBHbIn Hapog. 

B HHMX BCeryja HaxOxXy A 
Mcropun, cepally 3HakOMylo, — 
Kak lIpbiljaBow KypcHcTKe 
J|HHHOBOJIOCHIN ypor 

TOBOpHT O MHpax, 

TIouOBOK HCTeKaaxA HCTOMOW. 


He 3Hab, He NOMHK, 

B of{HOM Cejie, 

Moxet, B Kauyre, 

A MOX€T, B Pa3aHH, 

2KUYJI MaJIbYHK 

B mpocTou KpeCTbAHCKON CeMBbe, 
XKEJITOBOJIOChIN, 

C rosry6bIMH ria3aMi... 
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The man in black sits again 

In my easy chair, 

Doffs his top-hat, parts his coat 
With a manner aloof. 


“Listen!”’ 

He rasps, staring me in the face, 
And ever closer bends 

To admonish me: 

“I don’t think I’ve ever yet seen 
A commonplace 

Rogue so needlessly plagued 
By insomnia. 


“Well, supposing I am wrong. 
Look, the moon shines bnght. 
What more do you think 

The drowsy world is needing? 
Maybe the woman you dream of 
Will come, thick-thighed, 

And to her your stinking love lyrics 
You'll start reading? 


“IT simply adore young poets, 
They’re so amusing! 

Their stories I always find 

So trite and corny— 

A long-haired freak: 

Chats up a pimply girl-student, 
Talks of other worlds 

But in fact he just feels horny. 


“In a village somewhere— 
I don’t remember which— 
Near Kaluga, was it, 

Or near Ryazan, maybe, 
There once lived a boy 

In a plain peasant family, 
Tow-coloured hair 

And fair blue eyes had he... 
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V1 BOT CTaJI OH B3POCJIbIM, 

K TOMy XK NOT 

XOTb C HEOOMBLION, 

Ho yxBaTHCTOM CHIOK, 

Vs Kaky!0-TO xeHIMHy, 
Copoka C JIMLUIHMM JIeT, 
Ha3bipaJI CKBepHOHK JeBOUKON 
Vs cBoe0 MHJIOLO». 


«QepHbiit 4YeJIOBeK! 

TbI INpeCKBEpHBIM Oct. 
OTa CiaBa JaBHO 

IIpo Te6a pa3HOCHTca». 
A B36ellIeH, pas bapen, 
V1smleTHT MOA TpOcTh 
IIpamMo k mMopje ero, 

B nepenoculy... 


... Mecall ymep, 

CHHEET B OKOLIKO paccreT, 
AX TbI, HOUD! 

UTOo ThI, HOUb, HaKOBepKasia? 
A B WMJIMHApe CTOrO. 

Hukoro CO MHOH HET. 

A OHH... 

V1 pa36ntToe 3epKano... 


14 nonbpa 1925 


367 


‘“‘He grew up to be a man, 

A poet too, 

A capable lad, as for strength— 
He had enough of it. 

A woman just over forty 

He did woo, 

He called her a naughty girl 
And his beloved.” 


“You, man in black, 

Are a loathsome guest indeed! 
In that reputation 

You have long been basking,”’ 
I retort in fury. 

With sudden anger I seethe. 
Down on the bridge of his nose 
My stick comes crashing... 


...1n the window blue dawn gleams, 
The moon’s disappeared. 

What a topsy-turvy night! 

I’m all in a dither, 

Standing, wearing my top hat. 
Nobody’s here. 

I’m On my own... 

And facing a shattered mirror... 


November 14, 1925 
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NOTES 


“Barefoot on Midsummer Eve...” (p. 39) Night-long revels in the 
countryside on Midsummer Eve were a tradition dating from pagan 
times. Celebrations continued on Midsummer’s Day. 


“Come, Russia, proud wings plying..” (p. 83) Alexei Koltsov (1809-42) 
wrote poems about peasant life and toil, many of which became folk 
songs. Nikolai Klyuev (1887-1937), a peasant poet‘ obsessed with 
patriarchal and mystical ideas, whom Esenin criticised for his lack of 
originality. The Vytegra and Shuya are rivers in North Russia from 
which Klyuev hailed. Alexei Chapygin (1870-1937), author of peasant 
origin who wrote about the peasant movement in Russia, he was a 
firm friend of Esenin’s from 1915. 


“Head of green tresses...” (p. 95) Lily Kashina, owner of an estate in 
Konstantinovo, spent summers there with her two children. Esenin 
was a frequent visitor to her house in the spring of 1917. 


Cantata (p. 97) These verses, forming the middle part, were Esenin’s 
contribution to a three-part ‘‘Cantata” performed to music at the 
unveiling by Lenin in Moscow on November 7, 1918, of a memorial, 
designed by the sculptor Sergei/Konenkov, commemorating those fallen 
in the revolutionary struggle “for peace and the brotherhood of 
nations”. 


“I am happy as heaven above...” (p. 137) The first of a cycle of poems 
‘Love of a Hooligan’, dedicated to Avgusta Miklashevskaya, an 
actress at the Kamerny Theatre in Moscow. They met shortly after 
Esenin returned from: his travels abroad in August 1923. ‘‘We met 
every day for a month,” she recalled. ‘We roamed Moscow, drove 
out of town and went for long walks there. It was early autumn. 
‘With you I feel like a schoolboy, Esenin would say to me softly 
with a smile... Most often we met in cafés and he would recite each 
new poem to me in a low voice.” 


Letter to Mother (p. 149) The poet’s mother, Tatyana Fyodorovna Esenina 
(1875-1955), lived in Konstantinovo almost to the end of her days. 
She could neither read nor write but was a splendid story-teller and 
sang to her children songs ‘to verses by Pushkin, |Lermontov and 
other poets. 


“Gradually we are now departing...” (p. 153) A poean prompted by the 
sudden death of the poet’s close friend Alexander Shiryaev on 
May 15, 1924. 
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Returning Home (p. 157) The old man was Esenin’s grandfather on his 
mother’s side, Fyodor Titov, with whom the poet lived for several 
years in his boyhood. 

Mention: of the old dog barking ‘‘as in Byron’ is a reference to the 
First Canto of ‘Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage” where Byron’s hero, 
bidding farewell to his native land, says: 


Perchance my dog willwhine in vain, 
Till fed by stranger hands; 

But long ere I come back again 

He'd tear me where he stands. 

Soviet Russia (p. 171) Alexander Sakharov (1894-1952), who worked 
in a publishing house, was a friend of Esenin’s and they visited Kon- 
stantinovo together in May 1924. Esenin had not in fact been away 
from the village “for eight years’, having frequently visited it before 
his travels abroad. 

Semyon Budyonny (1883- 1973),- Civil War hero, commanded the 
First Cavalry Army in the early years of the Red Army. At Perekop 
in the Crimea in November 1920 the Red Army in bitter fighting 
defeated Wrangel’s White forces. 

Demyan Bedny (1883-1945), a poet whose satirical political poems 
illustrated with cartoons were immensely popular at this period. 


The Ballad of the Twenty-Six (p. 185) This poem was written for the 
sixth anniversary of the execution of 26 Baku commissars by counter- 
revolutionary forces on September 20, 1918. Soviet rule had been 
proclaimed in Baku shortly after the October Revolution but follow- 
ing foreign armed intervention and the Civil War the Baku Commune 
fell on July 31, 1918. On August 4 British forces entered the city. 
The leaders of the Baku Commune were arrested and shot. In 1920 
their remains were brought to Baku and buried in a central city square 
named after them. Esenin read this ballad at a public meeting in 
Baku marking the sixth anniversary of their death. 

Georgi Yakulov (1884-1928), artist and sculptor, designed one of the 
projects for a memorial to the 26 commissars. 


Stanzas (p. 197) Pyotr Chagin (1898-1967) was at that time editor of the 
Baku Worker newspaper, in which many of Esenin’s poems appeared. 
Esenin’s friendship with Chagin during the poet’s visit to the Caucasus 
in 1924-25 was very fruitful. 


Persian Themes (p. 209) Esenin never visited Persia, though he very much 


wished to. He was well acquainted with the work of such classic 
poets as Saadi, Omar Khayyam and Firdausi. 


“Land to which blue hues...” (p. 245) Hélia was the name Pyotr Chagin’s 
six-year-old daughtcr Roza liked to call hersclf, after some actress. 


To Kachalov’s Dog (p. 247) Vassili Kachalov (1875-1948), a leading 
actor at the Moscow Art Theatre, was a close friend of Esenin’s. 
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“I’ve never seen women so pretty...” (p. 261) Shura—the affectionate 
form of the name Alexandra—was Esenin’s younger sister who at 
the age of 13 in the autumn of 1924 came to Moscow to attend 
school there. 

“Aurevoir, my friend, aurevoir...” (p. 291) The last poem Esenin wrote. 
On December 24, 1925, he arrived i in Leningrad from Moscow and for 
three days met friends, many of them in his room at the Hotel 
Angleterre. On December 27 he told a friend that there was no ink in 
the hotel room and he had had to write a poem that morning in his 
own blood. He put the poem into a friend’s pocket, telling him to 
read it later. It remained unread until the following day, when 
the poet was already dead. 


Pugachev (p. 295) Written in March-August 1921, during a long journey 
in the Volga region and Central Asia, where he visited scenes of the 
greatest ever peasant uprising, led by Emelyan Pugachev, in the 
1770s. The uprising, during which Pugachev’s forces captured Kazan, 
Saransk, Penza, Saratov and other major towns, was ruthlessly 
crushed and Pugachev was publicly executed in Moscow on January 
10, 1775. Esenin intended the verse play for performance and read 
it to the Meyerhold Theatre company but it was not staged in his 
lifetime. 

“Even if he's not Peter..."—Pugachev claimed to be Peter the 
Third. . 


Lenin (p. 305) Lenin’s death came as a great shock to Esenin. He spent 
several hours by Lenin’s bier in the Hall of Columns in Moscow, 
watching the mourning crowds pass by. 

This. excerpt from “Gulyai-Polye”’, a long poem about the Russian 
Revolution which Esenin did not live to complete, was published in 
1924, shortly after Lenin’s death. 


Anna Snegina (p. 313) Written in the winter of 1924-25. Alexander 
Voronsky (1884-1943) was then editor of two journals which 
published many of Esenin’s poems. Liaoyang in Manchuria was the 
scene of a major battle in the 1904-05 Russo-Japanese war. Ner- 
chinsk and Turukhan were places of exile in Tsarist Russia. 

The Man In Black (p. 359) Plans for this poem date from the time of 
Esenin’s travels abroad in 1922-23, when it is thought he. wrote the 
first version. Contemporaries recall him reciting a longer variant. He 
prepared the present text for publication in November 1925, shortly 
before his death. 


REQUEST TO READERS 


- Progress: Publishers would be glad to have 
your opinion of this book; it translation and 
design and any suggestions you may have for 
future publications. 

Please send all your comments to 17, Zu- 
bovsky Boulevard, Moscow, USSR. 
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